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Though redolent of ev'ry flow'r 
1 That once perfum'd Rymettus gidey -.__ 
No hoarded sweets of Grecian Store 
Did e er the Attic bee provide, 
That could a purer flavor yield, 
Than yields the comb this hive contains, = 
Though cull'd from no Hesperian field, 
| But the wild growth of Britain's plains, 
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In days, my Lord, when mother Time, 
When SATURN first began to rule, 
r 
How happy was a country liſe \'. 
How free from wickedness and atrife! | 
Then each man liv'd upon his farm, 


And thought and did no mortal harm 1 


On mossy banks fair virgins zlept, 


As harmless as: the flocks they kept: | 
Then love was all they had to do, 


And nymphs were chant, and n. were true, 


But now; whatever poets write, 
''Tis sure the case is alter'd 1 
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Virtue no more in rural plains, 

Or innocence, or peace remains; 

But vice is in the cottage found, 

And country girls are oft unsound : 
Fierce party - rage each village fires, 

With wars of justices and squires: 
Attorneys, for a barley-straw, 

Whole ages hamper folks in law ; 

And every neighbour's in a flame 

+ About their rates, or tythes, or game: 
Some quarrel for their hares and pigeons, 
And some for diff rence in religions: 
Some hold their parson the best preacher, 
The tiaker some a better teacher; 
These, to the Church they fight for, strangers, 
Have faith in nothing, but her dangers; 
While those, a more believing people, 
Can swallow all things but a steeple. 


But I, my Lord, who, as you know, 
Care little how these matters go, | 
And equally detest the strife 
And usual joys of country life, 

Have by good fortune little share 

Of its diversions, or its care; 

For seldom I with *squires unite, 
Who hunt all day, and drink all night; 
Nor reckon wonderful inviting, 

A quarter-essions, or cock-fighting : 
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But dnn us firm I ovtaipy, - Bis 
With sheep to rot and cows to die: 
Nor rage I much, or much despair, 
Though in my hedge I find a snare; 
Nor view I, with due admiration, - : 
All the high honors here in fashion; 
The great commissions of the quorum, - 
Terrors to all who come before em; 


Militia scarlet, edg'd with gold, 


Or the white staff high-sherifP's hold 
The representative's caressing, _ 


The judge's bow, the bishop's Meng: | 


Nor can I for my $oul delight 

In the dull feast of neighb'ring knight, 

Who, if you send three days before, 

In white gloves meets you at the door, | 

With superfluity of breeding | 

hint makes you sick, and then with feeding. 

Or if with ceremony cloy'd, 

You would next time such plagues avoid; - | 
And visit without previous notice, | 
Joan, Jonn, a coach —I can't think who is, 
My lady cries, who spies your coach, 

Ere you the avenue approach; 

Lord, how. unlucky !—washing day! 

And all the men are in. the hay! 

Entrance to gain is something hard, 

The dogs all bark, the gates are barr'd; 

The yard's with lines of linen cross'd, 
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The hall-door's lock'd, the key is lost: 

These difficulties all o ertrom e, 
We reach at length the drawwing-room, 
Then there's such trampling over- head, 
Madam you'd swear was brought to- bed; 
Miss in a hurry bursts the lock, | 
To get clean sleeves to hide her smock; 
The servants run, the pewter clatters; 
My lady dresses, calls and chatters; _. 
The copk-maid raves-for want of butter, 
Pigs squeak, eee gs 
| .” flutter. - 
"ny after three winks e wilting. 
On all our neighbours faults debating, - 
And having nine times view'd the garden, 
In which there's nothing worth a farthing, 
In comes my lady and the pudden : 
You will excuse, sir, —on a sudden 
Then, that we may have four and four, 
The bacon, fowls, and colli-flow'r 
' Their ancient unity divide, 
The top one graces, one each side; 
And by and by the second course 
Comes lagging like a distanc'd horse; 
A $alver then to church and king, 
The butler sweats, the glasses ring; . 
bree 49> eee 
Bawdy and politics abound 2092 
And as the knight more tipsy waxes, 
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We damn all ministers and taxes. 
At last the ruddy sun quite sunk, 
The coachman tolerably drunk, | 
Whirling o'er hillocs, ruts, and stones, 
Enough to dislocate one's bones, 
We home return, a wond' rous token 
Of Heav'n's kind care, with limbs unbroken, 
Afflict us not, ye Gods, though ainners, 
With many days like this, or dinners! i 


plat; J. 


But if civilities thus teaze me, 

Nor business, nor diversion please me, 
You'll ask, my Lord, how time I spend? 

I answer, with a book, or friend: 
The circulating hours dividing 

*Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding: 
But Books are still my highest joy, | 
These earliest please, and latest cloy. 
— — SR—- 

By guides experienc'd taught the way z- . 
The wonders of each region view, 

From frozen LayLand to PERU; 

Bound o'er rough seas, and mountains bare, 
Yet neer forsake my elbow chair. 
RS 0 
Recalls past ages back agen 
Where all I see, through every page, 

Is but how men with senseleis rage 
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To serve a priest's or statesman's turn: 
Though loaded with a diff rent aim, 
Yet always asses much the same. 
Sometimes I view with much delight, 
Divines their holy game-cocks fight; 
Here faith and works at variance set, 
Strive hard who shall the victory get; 
Presbytery and episcopacy 

There fight so long, it would amaze ye: 
Here free-will holds a fierce dispute 
With reprobation absolute; 

There sense kicks transubstantiation, 
And reason pecks at revelation. 
With learned N w TON now I fly 

O'er all the rolling orbs on high, 

Visit new worlds, and for a minute 
This old one scorn, and all that's in it: 
And now with laboring Bor I trace 
Nature through every winding maze, 
The latent qualities admire AY 

Of vapors, water, air and fire: 

With pleasing admiration see 
Matter's surprising subtlety; ; 

As how the smallest lamp displays, 
For miles around, its scatter'd rays ; 
Or how (the case still more t' explain) 
A fart that weighs not half a grain, 
The atmosphere will oft perfume 

Of a whole, pacigus.drawing-room. 
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Sometimes I pass a whole long day 
In happy indolence away, 


In fondly meditating oer 


Past pleasures, and in hoping more: 
Or wander through the fields and woods, 
And gardens bath'd in circling floods, 


There blooming flow'rs with rapture view, 


And sparkling gems of morning dew, 
Whence in my mind ideas rise 
Of CxL1A's cheeks, and CHLoR's eyes. 


»Tis thus, my Lord, I, free from striſe, 
Spend an inglorious country life ; 
These are the joys I still pursue, 
When absent from the town and you: 
Thus pass long summer suns away, 
Busily idle, calmly gay; | 
Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor, 
Nor having much, or wishing more; 
Except that you, when weary grown 
Of all the follies of the town, 
And seeing, in all public places, 


The same vain fops and painted faces, 


Would sometimes kindly condescend 


Io visit a dull country friend: 


Here you'll be ever sure to meet 


A hearty welcome, though no treat, 
One who has nothing else to do, 


But to divert himself and you: 
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A house, where quiet guards the door, 
No rural wits smoak, drink and roar; 
Choice books, safe horses, wholesome liquor, 
Clean girls, backgammon, and the vicar, 
. | 
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ow happy You! 8 
And every hour presents you something new | 
Plans, schemes, and models, all Palladio's art, 
nr 
Of colonades, of corridores you talk, 1 
he winding stair-case, and the cover'd walk: 
You blend the orders with Vitruvian toil, 
And raise with wond'rous joy the fancy'd pile: 
But the dull workman's slow performing hand 
oo coldly executes his lord's command. 

Vith dirt and mortar soon you grow displeas'd, 
Planting succeeds, and avenues are rais'd, 

Canals are cut, and mountains leyel made; 
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of zhade ; 

he shaven turf presents a lively green : 

he bordering flow'rs in mystic knots are seen: 
ith studied art on nature you refine— 
he spring beheld you warm in this design; 
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But scarce the cold attacks your fav'rite trees, 

Your inclination fails, and wishes freeze. 

| You quit the grove, so lately you admir'd ; 

With other views your eager hopes are fir'd. 

Post to the city you direct your way; 

Not blooming paradise could bribe your stay: 
Ambition shews you power's brightest side ; 

"Tis meanly poor in solitude to hide. 

Though certain pains attend the cares of state, 

A good man owes his country to be great; 
Should a& abroad the high distinguish'd part, 

Or shew at least the purpose of his heart. 


With thoughts like these the shining courts you seek; Thu 
Full of new projects for almost a week; 
You then despise the tinsel glittering snare; The li 
Think vile mankind below a serious care. The st 
| Life is too short for any distant aim; | So yiel 
And cold the dull reward of future fame ; So tou 
Be happy then while yet you have to live; Oh 1 þ 
And love is all the blessing Heav'n can give, Unseer 
Fir'd by new passion you address the fair; i 
Survey the opera as the gay parterrre: | 
Young Cloe's bloom had made you certain prize, Carele: 
But for a side - long glance from Celia's eyes: 
Your beating heart acknowledges her power ? So n 
Your eager eyes her lovely form devour; No pri 
You feel the poison swelling in your breast, So sing 
And all your soul by fond desire possess'd. So vain 
In dying sighs a long three hours are past; Tediou 
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To some assembly with impatient haste, = 
With trembling hope, and doubtful fear you move, 
Resolv'd to tempt your fate, and own your love: 
But there Belinda meets you on the stairs, 

Easy her shape, attracting all her airs; - 

A smile she gives, and with a smile can wound; 
Her melting voice has music in the sound 

Her every motion wears resistless grace; 

Wit in her mien, and pleasure in her face: 

Here while you vow eternity of love, 

Cloe and Celia unregarded move. 


Thus on the sands of Afric's burning plains, 
However deeply made, no long impress remains; 
The lightest leaf can leave its figure there; 

The strongest form is scatter'd by the air. 

So yielding the warm temper of your mind, 

So touch'd by every eye, so toss'd by wind 
Oh | how ualike the heav'n my soul design'd ! 
Unseen, unheard, the throng around me move; 
Not wishing praise, insensible of love: 

No whispers soften, nor no beauties ſire; | 
Careless I see the dance, and coldly hear the lyre. 


So num'rous herds are driven o'er the rock; 
No print is left of all the passing flock : 
So sings the wind around the solid stone: 
So vainly beat the waves with fruitless moan. 
Tedious the toil and great the workman's care, 
Who dare attempt to fix impressions there : 
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But should some 8wain more skilful than the rest, 

Engrave his name upon this marble breast, 

Not rolling ages could deface that name; 

Through all the storms of life tis still the same: 

Though length of years with moss may shade the 
ground, | 

Deep, though unseen, remains the secret wound. 


EPISTLE III. 
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TO THE 


EARL OF MIDDLE TON. 


_ [From Ratighon. ] 
— 


| BY | 
SMN GEORGE ETHEREGE, 


* 


Sime love and verse, as well as wines, 
Are briskest where the sun most shines, 
»Tis something to lose some degrees, 
Now age itself begins to freeze: 
Yet this I patiently could bear, 

If the rough Danube's Beauties were 
But only two degree, less fair | 

Than the bright Nymphs of gentle Thames, 
Who warm me hither with their beams : 
Such power they have, they can dispense 
Five hundred miles their influence. 

But hunger forces men to eat, 
Though no temptation's in the meat. 
How would the ogling sparks despise 
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Should they behold her at a play, 

As she's trick'd-up on holy-day ; 
When-the whole family combine 

For public pride to make her shine? 

Her locks, which long before lay matted, 
Are on this day comb'd out and platted: 
A diamond bodkin in each tres, 
The badges of her nobleness; 

For every stone as well as she, 

Can boast an ancient pedigree. 

These form'd the jewel erst did grace 
The cap of the first Grave o' thi race; 
Preferr'd by Graffin Marian 

I' adorn the handle of her fan; 

And, as by old record appears, 
Worn since in Renigunda's years: 
Now sparkling in the frokin's hair, 
No rocket breaking in the air 

Can with her starry head compare. 
Such ropes of pearl her arms incumber, 
She scarce can deal the cards at Ombre. 
So many rings each finger freight, 
They tremble with the mighty weight. 
The like in England ne'er was seen, 
Since Holbein drew Hal and his queen. 
But, after these fantastic flights 
The lustre's meaner than the lights, 
The thing that bears this glittering pomp | 
Is but a tawdry ill. bred romp, 
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Whose brawny limbs and martial face 
Proclaim her of the Gothic race, 


More than the mangled pageantry 


Of all the father's heraldry. 

But there's another sort of creatures, 
Whose ruddy look and grotesque features 
Are so much out of nature's way, 

You'd think them stamp'd on other clay; 
No lawful daughters of old Adam. 
*Mongst these behold a city madam, 
With arms in mittins, head in muff, 

A dapper cloak and reverend ruff : 

No farce so pleasant as this maukin, 
And the soft sound of High- dutch talking. 
Here, unattended by the Graces, 
The Queen of Love in a sad case is. 
Nature, her active minister, 

Neglects affairs, and will not stir; 

Thinks it not worth the while to please, 
But when she does it for her ease. 

Ev'n I, her most devout adorer, 


With wandering thoughts appear before her: 
And, when I'm making an oblation, 


Am fain to spur imagination 

With some sham London inclination : 
The bow is bent at German dame; 
The arrow flies at English game. 
Kindness, that can Indifference warm, 
And blow that calm into a storm, 
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Has in the very tenderest hour 


Over my gentleness a power, 
True to my country-women's charms, 


When kiss'd and press'd in foreign arms. 
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To THE 


REV. SIR FOHN DOLBEN, BART, D. D. 
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Six John, or Doctor, choose you whether; 
Or Friend, a better name than either: 
Had it pleas'd dame or madam Fortune, 
T have thrown me in some place opportune, 
To see, and hear, and talk with you 
And wake sometimes an hour or two; 
Or say it hours were six or seven, 
(For Will can joke from morn to even} 
No need had been to pump for metre, 
To furnish out an idle letter? 
For then, instead of 'diting poesy, 
I might have prated viva voce. 
Then haply, had the way between's 
Been miles and way-bits under teens, 
I might have view'd fair Finedon's tow'rs, 
Its walks, and avenues, and bow'rs, 
The sweet abode of you and yours; 
The noble furniture have seen, 
ol. IT, | 0 


EPISTLES FAMILIAR Epict. J. Han. 1 
The living furniture I mean; | 
For what is all the costly traffic, Of 
That comes from India, Spain, or Afric, An 
Compar'd to sprightly wit and beauty, _- Th 
© That always pleasant is and new you? Sin 
Then had I seen in ev'ry kind, I'v 
such beauties both of face and mind, Ho 
As oft are read of in romances, _ Th 
The creatures of poetic fancies, To 
But save at Finedon, hardly found : Tr 
On English, or un-English ground; * To 
Then had but I cry yon — a Sur 
For I must be content with hearsay, 
9 ' Th 
Unless I liv'd a great deal nearer.. To 
But miles there are meaty and thirty, of Av 
Which 1, the laziest thing ain, 7 
Could hardly pass in days twice five. '/ So 
Would Pegasus let me bestride him Th 
And teach me gkill, when up, 0 rid ies Me 
Or had I rings elle Wand.condeds! T 
Better than Icarus or Ford had. vi 
Away I'd fly, nor stay to bait, FP Wh 
Until I Knock d at Finedon gate. Fan 
Then woe be to the beef and claret, 
For by my faith [would nat spare it; Y 
Nor should I, once possession taken, Just 


Contrive or care to cave your bacon- 
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| But what a 500 um 1 te Win x 
. 
And not revolve within my mind 

The fairest of the fuirest kind: 
Since to the fair, with heart most fervent, 
18 * — Hd? 
How should I joy to see the Lady 1 
That makes three ses ones ell you Dady | 
To see those pretty heirs apparent 
Trip it along like fairies errant! 

To view those little representers 
Surpassing nicest skill of painters, 
Resembling either Parent's face 

The Digby and the Dolben race; 

To read in ev'ry line and feature, 

Avi avorum wrote by Nature. 
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These images, dear Sir, I find 
So strongly painted in my mind, 
That all the while I tell my story, 
Methinks I see 'em full before me, 
Thus distant half a hundred miles, 
I view their little play and smiles, 
While as the absent lover's use is, 
Fancy supplies what fate refuses. 


You bee, Sir, how this long epistle, 
Just like young master's bell and whistle, 


Has nothing else to recommend it, 1771 
But jingling sound, and yet I gend itz 
: Respect is shewn, though fare be bad. A 
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Thos, having tir'd myzelf and you, Sir, | 
Ya inp ng eee e Sir. | 
or. 
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The Honourable | 
- GEORGE 2 


[Afterwards Lord Melcombe.] | 
— 


BY CHRISTOPHER PITT, M. 4. 


Ir Doddington will condescend 

To visit a poetic friend, 

And leave a'numerous bill of fare, 

For four or five plain dishes here ; 

No costly welcome, but a kind 

He and his friends will always find ; 

A plain, but clean and spacious room, 
The master and his heart at home, 

A cellar open as his face, 

A dinner shorter than his grace; 
Your mutton comes from 

Your fish (if any) from the town; 

Our rogues, indeed, of late, o'er-aw'd, 
By human laws, not those of God, 
No venison steal, or none they bring, 

Or send it all to master King 8 
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And yet, perhaps, some venturous spark 
May bring it, now the nights are dark. 
Punch I have store, and beer beside, 

Then, if you come, I'm sure to get 
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on Bly HAVING A FIT or THE cur. 
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FROM BIS BROTHER, | 
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Auonc the well-bred natives of our isle, 

« T kiss your hand, a WES ay 
In humbler manner as my fate is low, | 
I beg to kiss your venerable toe, 

Not Old Infallibility's can have 
Profounder reverence from its meanen ue. 


What dignity wondered hive? 
What conscious greatness if the heart be stout 
Methinks I cee you. o'er the house preaide,, 
In painful majesty and decent pride, 
With leg tost high, on stately soſa sit, 
More like a sultan than a modern wit; | 
Quick at your call the trembling slaves appear, 
Advance with caution, and retire with fear.; - 
Ev'n Peggy trembles, though (or authors fail) 
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Now, Lord have mercy on poor Dick | say I, 
«Where's the lac d shoe oM laid the flannel by?” 
Within, tis hurry, the house seems possest; | 
_— Without, the horses wonder at their rest. * 
. What terrible dismay, what scenes of care l 
5 Why is the sooty Mintrem's hopeful heir 
Before the morning · dawn compell d to rise, 

_ And give attendance with his half-shut eyes ? 
#2 What makes that girl with-hideous visage stare? 
| What fiends prevent Ead's journey to the fair? 

Why all this noise, this bustle, and this rout ? 


FRP 


een ruperior to the pains below, * 
Your thoughts in soaring meditations _ | 
In rapturous trance on Virgil's genius dwell, _ 
To us, poor mortals, his strong beauties tell, 
And, like Aeneas, from your couch of state, 
e ee eee 


be your eee mn ee werde 
Or does the Muse suspend the rage of pain ? 
Awhile give oer your rage; eee 
Like other mortals, if you'd pity move: 
Think not your friends compassionate can be, 
When such the product of disease they see: 
Vour sharpest pangs but add to our delight, 
We n wish you still the Gout, if still you — 
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FOHN HAWKESWORTH, TI L.D, 


BY FRANCIS FAWEES, An coi 


Rl eee yr Hey $i” "toy J. 
In the fair vale of Orpington and Cra, 
And live for once as humble vicars do. 
On Thursday I'll expect you here by two. 
Expect no niceties with me to pick, 

But Bansted mutton, and « barn-door chick. 

My friends with generous liquors I regale, 
Good port, old hock, or, if they like it, ale; . 
But if of richer wine you choose a quart, - | 
Why bring, eee eee hon 
Plain is my furniture, as is my treat, . 
For tis my best ambition to be n eat. 
Leave wen all cordid views, and hopes ot gain, 
To mortals miserable, mad, or van 

Put the last polish to th' historic page, 

And cease awhile to moralize the age. 

By your sweet converse chear'd the live-long day . 


inn ⅛ T'! 


| 
| 
| 


Wine drives all cares and anguish from the heart, 


Two Duncombes, each a poet, with me dine, 
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'Why should kind Providence abundance give, 
If we, like niggards, can't afford to live ? a 
The wretched miser, poor midst heaps of pelf, 


To cram his heir, most madly starves himself 
So will not I—give me good wine and ease, 
And let all misers call me fool that please. 
What cannot wine ? it opens all the soul; 


Faint hope grows brilliant o'er the sparkling bowl: 


- 'Wine's generous spirit makes the coward brave, 
Gives ease to kings, and freedom to the slave: 
Bemus' d in wine, the bard his duns forgets, 


And dubs us connoisseurs of every art. 


| Whom dam ae wks witdeloquitceapicr} 


The bowzy beggar struts into a squire, 

This you well know—to me belongs do mid 
That neatness with frugality be join'd: 
That no intruding blab, with itching cars, 
Darken my doors, who tells whate'er he hears. 


Your friends, and decent Colman, a divine : 


There's room for more; 20, to complete the band, 


Your wiſe ahall bring fair Innocence in hand, 
Should Cave want copy, let the teaser wait, 


While you steal sceret through the garden gate. 
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 POLLIO,. 
FROM THE 


HILLS OF HOWTH IN IRELAND. 
K | | 


BY "I 
THE LATE EARL NUGENT. 
——__—C 
Porto | would'st thou condescend 
Here to see thy humble friend, 
Far from doctors, potions, pills, 
Drinking health on native hills zm 
Thou the precious draught may'st share, » 
Lucy shall the bowl prepare. A 
From the brousing goat it flows | 
From each balmy shrub that grows; _ 


. Vigorous, buxom, young and gay, 


Thou like thaw qhalt love ad play... 


What, though far from silver Thames, 
Stately piles, and courtly dames ; ved 
Here we boast a purer flood, 

Joys that oceam from oprightly blood; 


Here is simple beauty seen, 
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Fair, and cloth'd like beauty's queen : 
Nature's hands the garbs compose, 

From the lily and the rose. 

Or if charm'd with richer dies, 

Fancy every robe supplies. 

Should perchance some high-born fair, 
Absent, claim thy tender care ; 

Here, enraptur d shalt thou trace, 
STANHOPE's shape and RicHMoOND's face; 
While the waking dream shall pay 
Many a wishing hopeless day. 

Domes with gold and toil unbought, 
Rise by magic pow'r of thought, 

Were by artist's hand undrawn, 

Slopes the vale, and spreads the lawn: 

As if sportive nature meant, 
0s mr woes of Kent. of 


. 
Jocund tale and witty song, 
Sense to teach, and words to move, 
Arts that please, adorn, improve, 
And, to gild the glorious scene, 
. 


Poor with all a HaTwoorn's store, 
Lives the man who pines for more. 
Wretched he who doom'd to roam, 
Never can be blest at home; 
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Nor retire within his mind, 

From th' ungrateful and unkind. 
Happy they whom crowds befriend, - 
- Curs'd who on the crowd depend; 
On the great one's peevish fit, 

On the coxcomb's spurious wit ; 

Ever $entenc'd to bemoan 

Others failings in their own. 


If, like them, rejecting ease, 
Hills and health no longer please; 
Quick descend i Thou may'st resort 
To the viceroy's splendid court. 
There, indignant, shalt thou see 
Cringing slaves, who might be free, 

Brib'd with titles, hope, or gain, 
Tye their country's shameful chain; 
Or, inspir'd by heav'n's good cause, 
Waste the land with holy laws: 
While the gleanings of their power, 
HY DN -v. pot wtf 


* methinks, 4 ke thee zay, 
Drink alone thy mountain whey ! 


« Wherefore tempt the Irish shoals ?_ | 
“ Sights like these are nearer Paul's.“ 
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BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, x52, 
677 
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Em ͤ of 
In this we differ, twins in all the rest. 

Yet when the dog-star brings diseases on, 
And each fond mother trembles for her son; 
Now when the Mall's forlorn, the beaux and belles 
All for retirement crowd to Tunbridge- Wells ; 
Say, will not Cror for awhile withdraw 


here to | 


From dear Vauxhall and charming Ranelagh? n 
Sure at this homely hut one may contrive od Two: 
Awhile not only to exist, but live; 


enes odd 
ind yet t 
ome and 

dntent ev 


For not dull landscapes here my thoughts engross, 
| vam ons grown wi 
| moss. | 
No, eee een eee ee 
Haunts in retreat, and to the shade pursues. 
Here all my cares are to receive and pay 
Visits, my studies a romance or play. 
And then to pass the live- long Sunday off, 
Walks or a ride, nay church serves well enough. 
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t church, one has a chance to zee cockades, 
r'd thither in pursuit of country maids : 
tall Hibernian smit with fond desire 
o wed the only daughter of a 8quire. 
ards have their turn, to kill a tedious hour, 
baulk'd of whist, piquette is in my pow'r ; 
or oft the captain, fresh from town, bestows 
friendly week upon his friend my spouse. 
hen gaily glide the days on downy feet, 

or sure the captain has prodigious wit; 
I could hear his sweet discourse for ever, 


ft far and wide for new delights I range, 
rue sex, and constant to the love of change. 
there within ten miles a troop review'd, 

n auction of old goods, an interlude 
ern 
here to be seen I have an urgent call. 


he labors of the plough are then forgot, 


nd THOMAS mounts the box in liv*ry coat. 
enes odd as these, if Cloe can endure, 
\nd yet these scenes are town in miniature) 
ome and reflect on Ranelagh with scorn, 
ontent ev'n here, at least till routs return. 
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f all that's done, and who and who's together, © © 
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* "M188 ANNE CONOLLY, 
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MISS COURTENAY. 
Mar, 1753» 
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Tuo kind your words how full of sorrow 
« Adieul dear Bell - we part to-morrow l“ 
Farewell! dear sister of my youth, 

Ally'd by honor, love, and truth; 
Farewell our visita, sports, and plays, 
Sweet solace of our childish days; 
Farewell our walks to Park and Mall, 
Our jaunts to concert, route, or ball; 
Farewell our dish of sprightly chat, 
Of—who said this—and who did that; 
Critiques on scissars, needles, pins, 
Wo. Fans, aigrettes, ribbands, capuchins, 

—_ Along farewell! Conolly flies 

| To distant suns, and diff rent skies 
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A Muze in tears moves low and dull, | 
How weak the head, the heart 80 full 


pi. J. rr FAMILIAR, Ot. 


Slight sorrows find an easy vent, 
And trifling cares are eloquent ; a 

The genuine pains of deep distress ; 
« ren 
Perform's the tragedy of Venice 
Prezerv'd—Oh I as I hope to marry, 
Cibber is parted from her Barry j 
This by the by, may serve as news © 
To-morrow on your way t amuse 
. 


e 
And must I three long winters mourn? 
That tedious length spun out and past 
2 
Your figure, manner, dress, and wit, 
With all things for a Lady fit: 
For, entre nous, my dear, our faces 

Should be the least of all our graces: 
If nought but Beauty wings the dart, 

We ark th ye, but min th heats 
But hush, and till we meet again, 

Pray keep this secret from the men: 
Should the weak things this truth discover, 
How fey coquettes would keep a lover 1 
N 5 | | 
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| And yet, 0 plain (tho! blind you know) | 
Thus has the bard our sex attackt, 


Zut you à strong exception stand, 


SPIOTLED FAMILIAR 12 22 bir. A 


Milton could see it years ago: ht be 
« Fair outward, inward less exact. 


With Wit and Beauty hand in hand, 
Apart how weak l combin'd how strong! 
They'll sweep whole ranks of hearts along; 
ea What; 4+ ee 7 
That principal, and this ally. | 
Cen vexdine alllclenitotions, 

— 3 — 

Then will you grow the topie common, 


„ How $00n, (they'll say) shot up a woman 7 
What eyes! what lips! how fine each feature! 


« Fore gad Ia most delicious creature! 


This from the beaux Mean time each belle, i 


Mere spite, my dear, at your excelling, 
Stung to the heart and devilish jealous 
Shall flirt her fan, and toss, and snuff, 
And cry—* The thing is well enough 
« But for my soul, to say what's true t' ye, 
eee 


| Like Dian 'midat ber meaner train. 


* * 


\ Thus my prophetic ol fron 
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pict. X. 5 AND HUMOROUS, 5 +: 
Swift move that time on rapid wing, 


And news of dear Conolly bring ; 

Yet let not those who love, complain, 
If thus to part is killing pain, 

Tis still to make the bliss more dear, 
When the sweet hour of meeting's near. 
So streams are sever'd in their course 
ky” n eee pun 
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EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. . 
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Azzze milk, half a pint, take at seven, or before, 

Then sleep for an hour or two, and no more. 

At nine stretch your arms, and oh think when alor 

There's no pleasure a bring me 1 
gown: 

Slip on that ere you rise; let br caution be auch: 

11. ITS qready 1 

much; | 

W e row ede ty's cn, 

Your prayers at an end, and your breakfast quite done 

Retire to some author, improving and gay, 

And with sense like your own, set your mind for ti 


At twelve you may walk, for at this time o' the 
The sun, like your wit, is as mild as tis clear: 
But mark in the meadows the ruin of Time; 
Take the hint, and let life be improv'd in its prime. 
Return not in haste, nor of dressing take heed ; 
For beauty, like yours, no assistance can need. 
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ith an appetite, thus, down to dinner you sit, 
iere the chief of the ſeast is the flow of your wit: 
this be indulg d, and let laughter go round; EE 
| it pleases your mind, to your health twill redound. 
ſter dinner two glasses at least I approve ; 
lame the first to the king, and the last to your love: 
hus cheerful with wisdom with innocence gay, 
nd calm with your joys gently glide through the 
day. | 
he dews of the evening most carefully hun 
hose tears of the sky for the loss of the sun. 
hen in chat or at play, with a dance, or a song, 


the night, like the day, pass with pleasure along. 
CT CES 


| thoee you may end, when you pleate is by Kind. - 
wk. — — —-— 
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To 5 
CAPTAIN HIN TON. 
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| Hinton, old . 

| The following rules without a fee : 

An asthma is your case, I think, 
So you must neither eat nor drink; 

I mean, of meats preserv'd in salt, 

Nor any liquor made of malt; 

From season d sauce avert your eyes, 
— ans pegs ghee 
r eee 


Your suppers, nothing, if you please, 
But above all, no toasted cheese. 

And now, perhaps, you may observe, 
What I prescribe will make you starve: 
No—I allow you at a meal | 
A leg, a loin, or neck of veal; 


pit. XII. BPISTLES' Ata, Ge. 


Young turkies—I allow you four, 
Partridge and-pullets half a score; 
Of house · lamb boil d eat quarters two; 
The devil's in't if this won't do.— 

Now, as to veins indeed, 
What I prescribe, I gend you Mead; 
Glasses of wine (t' extinguish drought) 
Take three with water, three without, 

Let constant exercise be tried, 55 
And sometimes walk, and sometimes ride; 


Health oftner comes from Blackdownhill, is. 


Than from th' apothecary's bill 

Some, if they are not curd at once, 
Proclaim their doctor for a dunce : 
Restless from quack to quack they range, 
When *tis themselves they ought to change, 
Rules and restraints you must endure, 
What comes by time, tis time must cure. 
The use of vegetables try, 

And prize Pomona in a pye : 

Young Bacchus' rites you must avoid, 

And Venus must go unenjoy d: 

Whate'er you take, put something good in, 
And worship Ceres in a pudding. 


For breakfast, it is my advice, 
Eat 8ago, gruel, barley, rice ; 
Take burdock roots, and, by my troth, 
I'd mingle daisies in my broth. 


— 


Thus may you draw with ease your breath, 
| Deluding, what you dread not, death; 
Thus may you laugh, look clear, and thrive, 
Enrich'd by those whom you survive. 
May dying friends, with one accord, 
Worth and sincerity reward. 


1 


* . 
wa. « To 2 
PO . 
6 2 
} : , 
- 
; | 
F . 
* 4 * 
” 
* 
o 
* 8 : 
: 
” P 
N - 
4 * 
4 * of 
- 
- 
- 
. 
* I 4 ; 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 0 1 
* 
f — 
. 8 9 * 
# 7 
. * 
1 - . 0 . 
* « : 
. * * 5 P 6 , 
£ 1 4 
. * | 
' * 
x * 
1 - 
« 1 | 
E = bh * ** 
n 
* : - ; 
a 5 ; 
7 £5 1 * 
- 
e 0 
* 13 * 4 * 8 
E | . 
* - : 5 
- 4.4 7 ; 
- P 294” . * — F : * 0 
\ 
* 
% 
# 
3 7 
.* ' 
o >» « * o 4 FR i ˖ 0 
1 
* — @ Y : b . 
” 142 17 8 . 
of . : ] 
| , 
* * 8 5 
0 1 £4 4 "#3 * 0 4 . 
* 4 : 
by „ 
* 7 | 
f . 
„ 
. 8 | 
+ 
* Fe" 1 
3 * 
* . „ : - 
« # D 
” 
. Ne 
1 * * 4 ” 4 
a [4 
5 * 
- . ; ; 
" ” . 5 
! : 
» 8 p 4 : | 
= 
# \ a 
. 5 1 4 7 | 
* * a 4 = & © % * -» 4 Es 1 
» ” 
- 
* 
* 
1 
* ** 
% 
+ 
* 
” 
* 
* 
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Since you, dear Doctor, sav'd my life, - 

By turns to bless and curse my wife ; 

In conscience I'm oblig'd to do, 

What your commands enjoin'd me to: 
According then to your command, 

That I should search the western land, 

And send you all that I can find 

Of curious things of every kind ; | 

I've ravag'd air, earth, sea, and caverns, | 
Wine, women, children, tombs and taverns 
And greater rarities can hex 

Than Gresham's children ever knew; | 
Which carrier Dick shall bring you down, 
Next time the waggon comes to town. 


Wir 
Which Jove in Danae's lap did pour; 


' * BPISTLES FAMILIAR = Epict. XI 
From Carthage brought, the word I'll send 
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' That help'd queen Dido to her end; 


The 8nake-skin, which, you may believe, 
Tube serpent cast who tempted Eve; 


A fig-leaf apron, tis the same 

Which Adam wore to hide his shame: 
But now wants darning; sir, beside, 
The jaw by which poor Abel dy'd; 
A whetstone worn exceeding small, 
Which time hath whet his teeth withal. 
The pigeon stuft, which Noah sent 
I0o tell which way the waters went 

A ring I've got of Sampson's hair, 

The same which Dalilah did wear. 

St. Dunstan's tongs, as story goes, 
That pinch'd the devil by the nose. 
The very shaft as all may see, 
Which Cupid shot at Antony : © 

And, what beyond them all I prize, 

A glance of Cleopatra's eyes. 

Some strains of eloquence which hung, 
In Roman times, on Tully's tongue : 
Which long conceal'd and lost had lain, 
Till Cowper found them out again | 
Then i've (most curious to be seen) 

A decorpion's bite to cure the spleen. 


As Moore cures worms in stomach bred, 


T've pills cure maggots in the head ; 


With the receipt how you may make "em, 


| To you I leave the time to take em. 


it, X. 
nd 
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I've got a ray of Phoebus shine, 


Found in the bottom of a mine; 


A lawyer's conscience, large and clear, 


Fit for a judge himself to wear. 

I've choice of nostrums how to make | 

An oath which churchmen will not take. 

In a thumb-vial you shall see, 

Close-stopt, some drops of honesty : 

Which, after searching kingdoms round, 

At last was in a cottage found. 

I ha'n't collected any care, | 

Of that there's plenty every where : 

But, after wondrous labor spent, 

I've got three grains of rich content. 

It is my wish, it is my glory, 

To furnish your nicknacotory : 

I only beg, that when you shew 'em; 

You'll fairly tell to whom you owe em; 

Which will your future patients teach 

To do, as has done, yours 
5 hr 1; T. H. 
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Et, -- - - ted 
ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE 


| TO HIMSELF, * 


Wer, this poetic itch creeps on, 
Dodsley adopts you all his own: 
First Phoebe gave the luckless hint; 
Now your Epistles flare in print ; 
This week on every stall they lie 
Display'd ; the next beneath a pye; 
Curll prints your works, and writes your life, 
If Maevius scribble, 'tis to feed | 
A. bard inspir'd by daring need : 
But, having wherewithal to dine, 
What vengeance damns thee to the Nine : 
You write to please—a task indeed 1— 
Taste differs, just as men who read: 
This loves an easy line, and that 
- Deems all that is not glaring, flat. 
Some, wit and thought can scarce endure ; 
Swift is too vulgar, Pope obxcure ; 


j / 
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Whim, Weather, Envy, Party, Spite, 
Sit heavy on the tribe that write; 
Sad lot of authors l vain your toil 1. 
Away with all your midnight oil, 
Your charity to human kindz 
Who holds a taper to the blind ? 

A poet, wrapt in song sublime, 
Suits not our sublunary clime z 
Few are endued with eagle eyes, Fa | 
To mark his progress through the skies; 755 
And when he wings his lofty flight, | 
He perishes from vulgar sight. 
Yet, spite of folly or caprice, 
Suppose ('tis but hypothesis) 


Your Muse could win her way wank, 


And Chesterfield to prove the lays : 

Now sudden wreaths your temples crown, 
Proclaim'd a poet—about town, _ 

Thee, toasts admire, and peers cares; 

Frail and fallacious happiness! : 

Peers treat their poets as their whores, . 

Enjoy, then turn them out of doors; | 


For wit (if always in your power) 


Is but a cordial for an hour: 

Shown like a fresh imported ape, 

Awhile you set the town agapes - 
Beaux, belles, and captains, form a ring, 
To see the new facetious thing; ** 
This happy Minion of the Nine, 

We wonder when he means to shine; 


rtr FAMILIAR” Fein. X 


Fool | would you prattle, /#te-a-tete, 
With all the fair and all the great: 
Mark. whom their favors are bestow'd on, 
Cibber, and Heidegger, and Boden. 
Poets are arbiters of fame : | 
True, but who loves or fears = name 3. 

Is it for fame, Sir — — — — 

For fame that = — — — — 

Such hate a pdet, or despise : 

Their prospect in oblivion lies. 

Search far and wide where Virtue dwells, 
In camps, or colleges, or cells, * 
Heroes alike, and bards, instead 

Of panegyric, sigh for bread. 

Or call forth all the powers of fable, 
Describe a statesman just and able, 

Who, skill'd in play, disdains to pack; 
What will you gain ? the butt of sack? 
Let Colley sing, in numbers meet, 

Our leagues and wars, and Spithead fleet: 
Satire be thine, a flowery field, 

Yet has a serpent oft concealV'd. 

A jury finds your words in print, 

But Curlls interpret what is meant. 
Grant it were safe, not Oldham's storm 
Of satire, could a soul reform. | 
To curb the time, can poets hope ? 
Peter but sneers, though lash'd by Pope. 
Would you from dice or pox reclaim, 
Brand this or that flagitious name : 


viit. XIV. © AMD HUMOROUS. ' 47 


| What boots it, sharpers and-intriguers > 


But ask, were Chartres, Oldfield; beggars? 
No, born for modern imitation; © 
Worthies that throve in their vocation. 

Not een thy Horace, happy bard, 

Was by the barren Muse preferr'd, 

While yet a friend to freedom hearty, 

An honest, but a starving party. 

He pass'd for but a simple wretch, 

And lov'd his bottle and a catch: 

He deem'd himself no very wise-man, . 

Nor aim'd at better than Excise-man; 

To breeding had such poor pretence, 

Most thought he wanted common sense. 

Not courtly Athens, though polite 

As Paris, could improve the wight. 

Where'er he pass'd the mob was eager 

To laugh at 80 grotesque a figure. 

Yet Horace oer the sparkling bowl, 

I grant, had talents for a droll ; 

And hence, though sprung from dunghill earth, 
He pleas'd the courtiers with his mirth; 
Next wisely ventur'd to renounce 

His principles, and rose at once, 

Rose from a bankrupt to the sum 

Ot human happiness —a plumb | 

Then drank, and revel'd, and grew big, 

Vet still an aukward dirty Pig. 

Lo! then the people felt his gall, 
"Twas © Sturdy beggars, damn ye all!“ | 
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Mindless of others love or spite, 
He car'd not; 80 he pleas'd the knight; 
And wrote, and wrote, as was the fashion, 
To praise the knight's administration. 
Nay once all worldly zeal so warm is, 
He wrote in praise of standing armies, 
Such arts your darling Horace grew by 
Such might have rais'd an arrant booby. 
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SIR WILLIAM YONGE, _ on 
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Which words short and which e | 
To thee these -spun. lines I ed 

Not as a Scholar, but bag. . 


. 
In work elaborate and a p-le, 
That Homer, though he wrote in Greek, 

Wrote what his mother taught him apesk. 

1 Latin : 
Was what; when ant to grete inc 
That all fam'd the Dutch, 
If ever there were any Such) N 
Have writ the excel ia 
In the same tongue 'd to spell in. 

To thee alone, with greatest ease, 6 
'Tis granted in all ways to please. 
1. 6%. NEE 
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Thy thoughts or language from his o- n. 
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The toil and drudgery of the waß; 
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— 
And by a gift from — miraculous, 


All linguas are to thee vernaculgus; 
That Horace self had-icarcely-known 


Many a lad returns from school, 
AN Oe e's 
In arts and | 


Though deeply skill'd in 


Hoc. 
way, 

O' er craggy rocks and foundering clay, 
Till; weary with their they stop 
Just at the mountain's lofty top, 
still poring on the barren grund, 
View not the beauteous ft round, 
Which hid behind the summit lies, 
Conceal'd from low and vulgar eyes, 
And which alon&@an amply pay 


From hence they might with crngprt view 
All that the ancient sages knew, 


What they perform'd, and what they thought 


How Tully spoke, Ad Caesar fought : If i 


While manners of a w 


Shouldiguide-their oth, — — 


While bright examples lead to fame, T' ec 
* betet e, ee 4 


vet we might ave the talghty pains 
Tn vearching ancient dark remains, 8 


* 


ought; 


r own: 


x — rewiris far peace 5 
For learning, wit, and 9 £ 
No more we envy, while our land 
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Since greater worthies rise at home, 
And. Br ee en. 


Is doubly blest * hand. 
Ammon's success, Cacsar's mind, 


To form victorious Marlborough 8 3 


Demosthenes* and Tully's fame 


Must yield to Walpole's greater 3 
Faction and Strife, to hear his v 


Are dumb, and ceave their jarring noise; 


Whole senat their yielding minds, 
Like woods bi the southern winds: 
Free from deceit and ser vile art, 
He speaks the dictates of his heart; 


His tongue enchants, his cdnsel leads ; 
Peace enters first, and Wealth succeeds: 


His virtue's through the land confest, 
While thus he soothes us to be blest. 


If to new scenes we turn our view, 
And learninggarts, and wit pursue, 
Our land can bl iþ 
Aa Wig oh gr ppg 


Locke mall instrut and lorm our youth, 


And teach their understandings truth: 
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| Humanity and Friendship live 


Tell me, dear H“, thou canzt tell, 


Epist. V 


Vice shall look pale, and Virtue thrive, - 
* 
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While Addison our morals ru 
And proves all villains to be fools. 
Newton shall lead our ravish'd souls 
Through boundless worlds beyond the poles ; 
From star to star dict our way, 

As certain, and as | they. | 

Examples were but vain, to prove 

Our nation's boast, our country's love ; 

A land of patriots, brave and free, 
While Askia are slaves but we. 
To what a height true wit can reach, 


Let Walli and let teach. 
And if we needs must w 1 
Without th' aggistance of sch66ls, 


In, flowing and lines well wrought, 
What Quintilian thought, 
(Join'd with a little mother-wit) 


63 our 1 have writ. 


The Fair, whod beat the Muze i inspire, 
Who warm the heart, and tune the lyre, 
Superior to all former dames,. , 

Inhalifſſnow the banks of Thames. 
Th' Egyptian queen the ancients boast, 
For whom the well-fought world was lost, 


Thou know'st the dead and living well, 


ost, 
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Could she gr haughty charms compare 
With her, Wo represents her here? 
Old Homer's theme, the Frecian dame, 
Who set whole nati na fame, 
No more had been the beauteous prize, 
Had they beheld Lavinjg's eyes: 

The Greeks for her $trove, 
And Paris had been false to love. 


Thus taught, and thus inspit'd, I write 
What fgiendship, and what love indite; 
Free from each modern witling's vice, 
Enyy, and slander, flattery, lies: 
e our ꝑxide, or gain our End, 

jest ou riſice a friend; 
While one's ill- nature joins Praise 
What t'other's malice dully aas. 


In peace my harmless minutes pass 
'Twixt business, beauty, and a glass; 
Nor want I aught my soul to cheer, 
But thee, to join in pleasures here: 
Thus may I live till life shall end, 

And love Denn 
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LORD W PULTENEY. 
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—_—_ IN THE YEAR M DCC XLVIL 
| At Weatmineter-School, ® 
BY GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ, 


To you, my Lord, these links I yite, + 
Lest you fi poor Coley quite, 

(Who «till is Jrudging in the College, 

In slow pursuit of further knowledge ; 
With many a cruel lash his — on, 

To make him some time hence a parson ; 
A judge, perhaps, or a physician, 
Strolling on ene ann. 


While yau * . W dine, | 
Or sup with princes cross the Rhine, 
Idle your hours in lazy state, | 
Just as forgetful as youre great; 
Ramble to every court your rounds, 
Draw when you please an hundred pounds; 


Despise expence, and dress out tawdry, * 


ds; 
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In clothes of lace, and gay anbei 


I hear too that your 


. 


Shine ; and briskly dance, 

As though you had been bred in France. 
Enstant trade is 

To ogle and ensnare the ladies * 
Whose hearts, unwary, fire like tinder, 
And wagte away by love ta cinder, 


_ Wifilst you are glad to see your pride 
On all occasiongigratified, + 70 


And disregard your friends at London, 

Not caring tho? they're hang'd or undone. 

* But hold (you cry) why this abuse? 
Pray hearken, Sir, to my excuse; 

ad Nor hurry wigh impetuous thought, 11 
To blame your friend, ere he's in fault. 

6 en 

« Disturbances did so molest us; 

« For you must know, these scoundrel Dutch 


Rebel, for being tax'd too mu. 


« Loyal and passive we obey on, 


« And bear all taxes they can e 


« The British. Lion now is couchant, ö 

« Grumbling, n but won't * mach 
ents - 12 

« Taking with potions mee | 

„ Whate'er's impos d upon the nation. 

4 In camp too, IId but little leisure, 

My time was so fill'd up with pleasure. 

% With all old school - r 


And Albemarle and Ligunier, 


* 


* 
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« That I had scarce an hour t 
«© The duke too shew'd me a review, _ 
« All chat at that time, he could do: 
40 For you must know, at present writing, 
« Our anmies have all done with fighting. 
*« From hence to Hanover we went, * 
« Liv'd in a round of merriment. 
I hi no time to seribble letters, # 
To you, dear Coley, or ypur betters,” 


My Lord, you're right, and we from hence 
Will quite o'erlook your negligence. 

But, sans offence, may I enquire, * 
In what the present hours ire? 
What pleasure or what study best 

Your temper suits, may I request? 

I hear in law you're a proficient ? 

And other learning have sufficient; 

Can solve a problem mathematic, 

And read with ease a Greek dramatic; 
You're $kill'd in history enough; 

Of algebra have quantum a 

And are, by learned mens' tuition, 

The quintessence of erudition; 

So vers'd in all that can be nam'd, 

Isis and Cam are quite asham'd, 

And all their scholars are downright sick, 
To see themtelves outdone at Leipsick. 
Tho' I have long with study mental 
Labor'd at language Oriental. 
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Yet, in non, the Hebrew rod! 
— nade one single shoot. 


l've now broke up, but have a task tho' 
Harder than your's with Mr. Mascow ; 

For mine's as knotty as the devil, 
Your law and master both are civil; 
With milder means to learning lead, 9 
By diffrent roads, with fliff' rent — 1 
Douglas and you keep gently jogging, 
But I muſt run the race with flogging. 


EpISTLE XVII. 
＋ ox 


MASTER HENRY ARCHER, 


A Young Gentleman at Eton School, 
* —ͤ — | 


BY EDWARD LITTLEFON, T. . D. 


Troven plagu'd with algebraic lectures, 
And astronomical copjectures, 
wean from the sweets of poetry 
To scraps of dry philosophy, 
You see, dear Har, I've found a time 
T' express my thoughts to you in rhyme. 
For why, my friend, should distant * 
Or time, disjoin united hearts; | 
Since, though by intervening space 
Depriv'd of speaking face to face, | 
| By faithful emissary letter 
| We may converse as well, or better? 
And, not to stretch a nagrow fancy, 
To shew what pretty things I can say, 
(As some will strain at simile, 
First work it fine, and then apply; 


* 


* 0 
1 Vl. arhrisereattinn, | 
Add Butle 1y Mes to Prior's th 
And choose to mimic all their i 
fy head and zhoulders bring in a pick; 
To shew their knack at hudibrastic,) 
I'll tell you, as a friend and crony, _ 
How here I spend my time, and money; 
For time and money go together | 
As sure as weathercock and weather; 
And thrifty guardians all allow 
This grave reflection to be true, Xs 
That whilst we pay $0 dear for learning * 
Those weighty Guths we've no concern in, | 
The park who squanders time away | 
In vain pursuits, and fruitless play, 
Not only proves an arrant blockhead, 
But, what's much worse, is out of pocket, 
Whether my conduct bad, or good 1... ., 
Judge from the nature of * studies. | 


F No more majestic Virgil's heights... 
S, Nor tow'ring Milton's loftier flights, 

| Nor courtly Horace's rebuxkes, 
Who banters vice with friendly jokes, 
NoggCongreve's life, nor Cowley's fire, 
For All the beauties that conspire _ 
To place the greenest bays upon 
Th' immortal brows of Addizonz + - / 
Prior's inimitable ease, 
Nor Pope's harmonious . 8 
How can poetic flow'rs abound, 
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— (if I would chew ity 
Was both philosopher and poet, 

But tedious philosophic chapters 

Quite stifle my poetic raptures, 

Andi to Phoebus bade adieu 

Whe first I took my leave of you. 
Now algebra, geometry, 

' Arithmetic, astronomy, Hy, 
Optics, chronology, and statics, - 
All tiresome- points of mathematics ; 
With twenty harder names than these, 
Disturb my brains, and break my peace. 
Are nicely volv'd by a's, and b's; 

Our senses are disprov'd by prisms, 
Our arguments by syllogisms. 

If I should confidently write 
This ink is black, this paper white, 
or, to press myself yet fuller, 
Should say that black, or white's a colour; We 
They'd contradict it, and perplex one n 
With motion, light, and its reflection, 
And solve th' apparent falsehood by + 
The curious texture of the eye. 

When 't looks as hot, as fire can make it, 
And burn my finger, and my coat, 
They'd flatly tell me, tis not hot : 
The fire, say.they, has in't, tis true, 
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The pow'r Witauzing heat in 
gut no more heat's in fire that e 
Than there is pain in stick 


Thus too philosophers expound 

he names of odour, taste, an 
salts and juices in all $3 4 ® 
Aﬀe& the tongues of them that eat, 
And by some secret poignant power, 
Give them the taste of sweet and sour. 
OR ens ry ey 

use a sensation in our noses; 

But then there's none of 
The things themselves have taste, or smell, 
So when melodious Mason sings, 

Or Gething tunes the trembling strings, 
hen the trumpets briak alarms 

Call forth the cheerful youth to arms, 
Convey'd through undulating air 
WH The music's only in the ear. 


you. 


r3 We're told how planets roll on high, 
How large their orbits, and how nigh; 
I in little time to know 
the moon's a cheese, or no; 
Whether the man in't, as some tell ye, 
With beef and carrots fills his belly; 
. Why like a lunatic confin'd 
He lives at distance from mankind ; 
When he at one good hearty shake 
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can tell | 55 
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1 TAMILIAK, "Oc. ut. X 
Might WW privcn cr hig back ; 
Or like *. 
his. e out. 
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Full 
Who knows what vast — 
From sucli inquiries might arise? 
But feuds, and ts in the nation 
ious speculation. 
Cambridge from furious broils of state, 
Foresees her near- approaching . 0 

Her gurest patrons are remov'd, 

And her triumphant foes approv'd. | 4 


No more this, to fejeridahip take, 
Not idly writ for writing's sake; ” 
No longer question my respect. 

Nor call this short delay neglect; 

At least excuse it, when you see 
This pledge of my sincerity ; 
| For one who rhymes to, make you easy, 


And his invention strains to please you, Thin 
To shew his friendship 


3 
Sure in a mad-than if he aq 
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CORINN, 
FROM A | 
CAPTAIN IN COUNTRY 7 QUARTERS. 


Dress, and quadrille, and air, and chat, 

Lewd songs, loud laughter, and all that: 

Arts that have widows oft subdued. 
And never fail d to win a prude 2 
Think, charmer, how I live forlorn * 
At quarters, from Corinna torn. 

Not more distress the cornet feels 


From gruel, and Ward's popish pills. Lol 


What shall I do now you're away, 
To kill that only foe, the day? 
The landed Squire, and dull freeholder 
Are sure no comrades for a soldier; 
To drink with parsons all day long, 
Misaubin tells me would be wrong: 


Thi 


== whore 
ve read tilt . 7 
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i A sempatress' shop,.or country farm; 
4; |  Repuls'd, my next purzuit is a'ter 


The parson's wife, or landlord's daughter : 
At market oft for game I search, 
Oft at assemblies, oft at church, 8 
And plight my faith and gold to-boot : 
Yet if a 80ul will do't— 
In rt, our credit's sunk so low, 
; un: were eue 2 for shew, 
Is turn'd republican, egad! 
And when 1 boast my feats, thaphrew 
Asks who was slain the last review. 
Know then, that Land captain Trueman 
Resolve to keep a miss in common: 
Not her, among the batter'd lasses, 
as our friend Toupet caresses, 
But her, a nymph of polish'd sense, 
Wich pedants call Impertinence; 
Train'd up to laugh, and drink, and swear, 
* And rally with the prettiest air— 
Amidst our frolicks and carouses 
How shall we pity wretched spouses ! 
But where can this dear soul be found, 
In garret high, or under ground? 
* Ik so divine a fair there be, _ 
PROT Corinna, thou art,ghe. 
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Bait oh1 w is chm pereuade 

Belles, to 'a rural «tide, 
——— f 
The park, the play the drawing-room—- + 
Lo | birth- nights upon birth-nights tread, - 
Term is begun, the lawyer fee'd ; 

My friend the merchant, let me tell ye, 
Calls in his way to Farinelli; 

Add that my sattin gown and watch X 
Some unfledg'd bboby *squire may catch, 
Who charm'd with his delicious quarry, 
May first debauch me, and then marry ; 
Never was sean more befitting 

And shall I leave dear Charing-cross, 

And let Wo boys my charms ingrbss ? 
Leave play- house, temple, and the rummer ? 
A country friend might serve in summer 


The town's your choice yet, charming fair, 
Observe what ills attend you there. 

Captajns, that once admir'd your beauty, 

Are kept by quality on duty; 

Cits, for atoning alms disburze 

A tester—templars something worse : 

My lord may take you to his bed, 


But then he sends you back unpaid ; 
And all you gain from generous cully, 
Must go to keep some Irish bully. 
Pixchbeck demandii the tweezer case, 
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1 Bride well West Indies and Sir John — 

: | Then oh I to lewdness bid adieu, 
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CAPTAIN THOMAS,* 
of Battcreau's Regiment, in the Ile of 8kie, 
— * 


23 
CAPTAIN PRICE, 


Cout, give us t' other sonnet. 
Dear epa, pray reflect upon i 
Was ever so absurd a thing? + + | 
What, at the pole to bid me sing! 

Alas! search all the mountains round, 
There's no Thalia to be found; | 

And Fancy, child of southern skies, 

Averse the zullen region flies. 

I scribble verses! why you know 

I left the Muses long ago,. 
Deserted all the tuneful band _ | 
To right the files, and study Blanc. 
Indeed in youth's fantastic prime 
Misled I wander'd into rhyme, 

And various sonnets penn'd in plenty 

On every nymph from twelve to twenty; 
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Compar'd to roses, pinks, and lilies, 
The cheeks of Chloe and of Phillis ; 

With all the cant you find in many 

A still- born modern miscellany. 

My lines — hom proud was I to see em 
Steal into Dodsley's new Museum, 

Or in a letter fair and clean f 
Committed to the Magazine! 

Our follies change—that whim is oer 
The bagatelles amuse no more. 

Know by these presents, that in fine . 

I quit all commer& with the Nine. 


Love-$trains, and 
Lampoon, ene, ev, Fires, 
Thee toys and trifles 1 di | 
And leave the bays to poet 
agen eee 
I give up all the busy mind; 
Curious each pamphlet I peruse, 
And sip my coffee o'er the news. 
But à propos for last Courant, 
Pray thank the lady governante. 
From Aix - pho what is't—la Chapelle, 
Of treaties now the gazettes tell ; 
A peace unites the jarring powers, 
Andevery trade will thrive but our's. 
Farewell, as wrong'd Othello said. 
The plumed troops, and neighing steed | 
The troops i alas more havoc there 

A peace will make than all the war. 
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What crowds of heroes in a day 


Reduc'd to starve on half their pay 


From Lowendhall *twould pity meet, 
And Saxe himself might weep to sce't. 
Already Pancy's active pow'r 
Foreruns the near-approaching hour. 
Methinks curs'd chance! the fatal stroke 
1 feel, and seem already broke. 

The park I saunter up and down, | 


Or sit upon a bench alone 


Pensive and RY 

D' un pauvre capitaine 

— 3 * d each att 
2 behind, 

1 — us'd with nicest art 

To comb and teach the curls to part, 


Lost the belle air and jaunty pride, 


Now lank depends on either side: 
My hat grown white, and rusted o'er, 
Once bien troum with galon d rr; 


Muy coat distain'd with duct and rain, - 
And all my figure quite campaign. 


Tavern and coffee-house unwilling 

To give me credit for a shilling : 
Forbid by every scornful belle | 
The precin&ts of the gay ruelle. 
My yows, though breath'd in every ear, 
Not e'en a chambermaid will hear: 


No silver in my purse to pay 


For opera-tickets, or the play : 
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No message sent to bid me come 
A fortnight after toa drum: 
No visits or receiv'd or pay'd; | 
No ball, ridotto, masquerade: 
All pensive, heartless and chagrine 
I sit, devoted prey to spleen 
Shabbily fine with tarnish'd lace, . 
ff 


To you, cane Dain indulgent Hlea pu 
A gentler, happier lot has giv'n;z - 
To you has dealt With bounteous hands 
Palladian seats, and fruitful lands: 
r * 
To take some pity on my case; 

And as you know the times are hard, 
Send a spruce valet with a card 
Your compliments, and beg I'd dine, 
And taste your mutton and your wine ; 
You'll find most punctual and observant, 


Your most obliged humble servant, 
; $1.44 i” "ep; . C. 1. 
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EPISTLE XX. © 


10 
MR. JohN HOADLY, 
Ax THE TEMPLE, 
| Occualoned by a Tranalation of an Xpletie of Norace. . 
BY THE REV. MRs rA, 2 
Of Magdalen College, Oxford, 7, | 


Tims — rg 

From whence you many a moral bring, 
Id teach us how to steer our lives, 

T "PP RERTAED 


Young man, I well approve your notions, 
And wholly aim at your devotions. 
L hate your sour, canting rascals, 
That ilk of Pyber -cka and Pac 
e 
From Bacchus pleasures, and from Yelſus 
To gain themselves a larger share, 
And fob us off with fast and prayer; 
And tell us none to Elysium go, 
Who do got plague themselves below. 
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Can mis'ry raise the grateful heart, 
| Or tuneful songs of praise impart ? 

The great Creator's work we view, Fel 
And trace it out by Wisdom's clue; 

Nothing is good but what is true. 

With cautious and with thankful eye | 
We «can the great variety? | F 
Each good within our reach we taste, Ith 
And call our neighbour to the feast. 

Our souls do generously disown ; | J 

Al IE Los ons ; | Th 

The only rational My 
1s, to receive and gi enjoyment : : Ma 

To every 2 —_.*. Bui 

In | 
ke ell; kris waters e V Th 

Of goods, that call with voices loud , 

Our nat'ral genius, education, | 
Parents, companions, or our station, Wi 

Direct us to some angle choice, ; Is't 

r Beg 
5 Cat 

| Flexvures are ladies—gome we court | Yo 

- To pass away an hour in sport: | An 

We like them all for this or that, | 
For silence some, and some for chat; 1 
For every one, as Cowley sings, Shi 

A e eee Sh 


+ You know my meaning — some one gead, 
Felt, heard, or seen, or understood, 
Will captivate the heart's affection, 
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Pray mind the duner Fmpcnngy;. 
It holds together, Sang . 


You've made nin Ge, and win one * 
The best I know within thꝰ horizon, 
My lady Law is rich and handsome: 

May she be worth you a king's ransdm1 | 
But I must tell you, (you'll excuse - 
My friendly, though plain-dealing Muse) 
In her own hands is all her dowerz © 
There's not a groat within your power; 
And yet you're whoring with ie Mie; 
With them you breakfast, sup, and dine, 
With them you spend your days and nights 
1 t fitting ake vhould neee ? 
Can they advance you to the barons? 
You've made me too an old Tom Dingle, 


And I, nn. must try to jingle. 


Your lady bento mas 
She owns you're tender yet, and young 
She'd wink at now and then a song: 


- % . 
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But still expects to share the time, 

Which now is all bestow'd on rhyme. 
Read in the morning Hobbes de Homine, 
Does e eue eee 


| Youngries; ee eee 
To wean you from this itch of play. 
In his Officiis old Marc Tully, - 


*Mong'st certain points he handles fully 


(A book I ever must delight in 
Fear beyond all that since is written!)— - 


He tells us there, our parents praise 
Their childrens! virtue ought to raise: 


Their Worch and praise should prick us on 


mmm 


e 
Since Hercules, to cleanse a stable? 
About his ears how strange a rattle 


Who ever stood $0 tough a battle ? 


H' has tam'd the most unruly cattle.— 
Just two such jobs as yet remain 
To be dispateh'd by You and BIN. 


Your father with Herculean club 


The tyrants of our souls did drub ; 
Bx for our bodies, you our chattels, 
Must undertake the self- same battles. 
The world on you have fix'd their eyes, 
"Tis you must quell these tyrannies : 

$0 shall some title, now unknown, ® | 
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Ban gorian · like your labors crown. 


Ravish'd, methinks, in thought I see 


2 The universal liberty. 


But after all, Lmenatary is mn; 


You'll do't a thousand to one guines, 
Time flies—the work and pleasure's great: 
Begin, before it grows too late. 

Where the plays stand, the statutes lodge ; 
And dance not, till you dance a judge; 
Then, though you are not half 80 taper, 
+ er r e e N 
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Paownsss are different cases 

At various times, in various places. 

In crowded street of Arlington, 
Where slaves of hope to levees run, 

A promise signifies no more, 

Than in the chamber of a whore. 
And when the good deceiv'd Sir Francis 
Wich Madam up from Yorkshire dances, In 
To claim the great man's promise given I t 
Some six years since, or (some say) seven; Th 
No one can blame that curious writer, An 
That 8ays, they'll both return the lighter. An 


ZBaut can we hence affirm that no miss An 
Of all the sex can keep a promise? No 
Or say, from what our courtier 8 | 
That all men's faiths are paper- 
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That courts. make rogues is my belief, 
As tis the mill that makes the thief. 
| But cause one limb is none o th' best, 
— Shall I for that cut off the rest? 8 y 


Bure it may be with taſety aid, 
A parson's promise duly made : 
Beneath a prelate's holy roof, 

Must stand *gainst all assaults a proof. 
TOI 
May find himself in time mistaken. 

I know the man, and grieve to sat, 

Who so did fail—and that was STRAIGHT. 
And can we then no more depend on 
Our good forgetful friend at Findon, 7 
Than on a courtier promigeful,, 

Or a whore's oath to cheat her cull ? 

Can STRAIGHT no better promise keep ? 
mn 
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A 
I told you mongat much other prate, 
; That my design was to withdraw, 
And leave the craggy paths of la 
And as the skilful pilot steers 
Wide of the dreadful rocks he fears, 
And in the zafer ocean rides, 
Nor fears his vestel's bulging sides, | 
W | 
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And special pleadings of the courts, 
And 'gainst'a pulpit run my head. 


(But p are china-ware) 
Didst tu not promise, as I spoke, 
That you'd ere long your Muse invoke, 


And cloath'd in strong harmonious line, 


Send counsel to the young divine? 
Where of thy word then is the troth, 

ich I thought good as any oa? 
Or where that strong harmonious line, 
Bless'd by each sister of the Nine? 


That whore we apeak r thy beginning, 
Hath some excuse to make for sinning: 


From her not knowing where to cat. 


' To think word-breaking small abuse: 


And *midst the hurry, noise, and bustle, 


Of crowds, that at his lev6e jostle, 


No man can be in such a taking 
e eee ee 042 of 


But e ee 8 eure, 


Can plead for thee, or for thy Muse? 
For thee, on whom the sisters wait, 


Pleas'd with the task impos'd by STRAIGHT 3 
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Whom at his christ'ning they did dip 
O'er head and ears in Aganipz _ 

For thee, at mention of whose strain 
Their winged courser courts the rein, 
Bounds een through Sussex roads along, 
Proud of the burthen of thy song? 
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FROM- 
J. STRAIGHT, 


— — — - — WD 


Apollo's and the Prelate*s joy ; 

Your sharp rebuke came safe to hand, 
And speedy answer does demand. Whet 
You charge me home—our conscious Muse And | 
Would fain say something in excuse. The 1 
The promise made must be confess d, Who 
But here, Sir —diitin guendum eat. Vour 
A promise broke, and one delay d, | Have 
Differ as much as light and shade. They 
By this distinction all your whores To fi: 
And courtiers I turn out of doors, ; 
And, by induction logical, | 
Prove, they affect not me at all. 
But if my logic be not good, 8 

I'll prove it from the word of God, . With 
Which serves to clear all sorts of cases, Indul, 
And wears a masquerade of faces. And 1 
| 55 + d. II, 


pin. XXII. triert rant, Se. 


—— — — * 


| When bloody-minded Jephtha swore, 
If he-return'd a conqueror, 

He'd offer up in sacriſice bug Ty 
What from his house first met his eyes; 
And when his girl and only child 
Hasten'd to welcome from the field 
With pious joy her-prosp*rous sire, 
Gaily dancing to the lyre ; | 
The holy butcher understood 

His promise 's performance good, 
Though for a year the virgin strap d, 
Menne | 


r | 
Can, like Jack Shepherd, cut our fetters; - 
When pinch'd, we file scholastic saw, 
And iron is no more than straw : 

The man is thought to have no brains 
Who can't break loose, or bind in chains. 
Your Sykeses and your Waterlands 

Have nothing else upon their hands: 
They stand prepar d with double tackle 
To fix or to remove the shackle. | 


But, my dear boy, we'll only tye 
The silken bands of amity ; 
Or such as hock - tide boys and misses 
With laughter bind, and harmless kisses? 
Indulge the free poetic measure, 
d. I. * 0 


' 
! 
; 
1 
{ 
N 
: 


FO £6- So ww 
* I 4 \ p 


—— —ů — 
F os af" * 
: 


o r rr % —e : eter ESI te — 0 
. 6 P . - N * : 


* 


But after all these long preambles, 


_ After our plea of mere delay, 
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In which our nag, at best, but ambles ; 


Tis fit we think our debt to pay. 

Soon then as business will permit, : 
We'll send you up another sheet, 

Full fraught with our most learn'd advice, 

In which we must be somewhat nice; 

We'll rouse our thoughts, and take due time, 
And trifle not in doggrel rhyme; 

But boldly whip the winged steed, 

And raise him to a nobler speed. 
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EPISTLE XXIII. 


_ | ; - FROM | 
rox 
E TO/A FRIEND IN KENT. 
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BY JOHN DUNCOMBE, M. 4. 


A 

he hasty sallies of a distant muse, 

o thus from York in artless metre sends 

lealth and good wishes to her absent friends. | 
ho' spacious moors diversify the scene, 3 
ind mountains rise, and rivers roll between, : 
ho' here far off in northern climes remov d 

rom those she valued and from tose she lov'd, 

et still the same affection she retains 

distant regions, and on northern plains: 

arts that are eee 

he fates may part, but never can divide; 

or fancy, uncontroul'd by distance, leads 
l'enraptur'd mind to long - forgotten meads / 

hich in her lively colors pleas'd we view, 

d almost think th' ideal landscape true) | 

er hills and streams extends her boundless power, 

d joins the Trent and Humber to the Stour, 
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But now, my friend, to fair Augusta's walls 

Lo! Pleasure points the way, and Garrick calls; 
To crown her favor'd son, the tragic queen | 
In solemn silence hovers o'er the scene. 
And owns that none deserves the laurel more, 
Tho' Booth obtain'd it, and tho* Roscius wore. 
Here let us oft with fix'd attention wait, 
And weep at Lear's distress, or Hamlet's fate: 
And oft my various travels shall beguile 
The winter evening, and extort a smile 
From my enquiring friend, who pleas'd ball hear 
What various beauries in the North appear, 
What grandeur reigns-in Castle- Howard's dome, 
' The taste of Athens, and the pride of Rome, 
(Where Lely's melting colors claim our praise, 
And Cromwell's frown thy touch, Vandyke, display: 
And that improves the plan which this designs; 
How buildings, grottos, and cascades surprize, 
And ' midst embowering trees rude Gothic temples ri 
. Fain would my muse, tho' in unequal verse, 
The rugged charms of Scarborough rehearse, 
Fain would she those romantic scenes impart, 
Where nature triumphs undisguis'd by art; 
She tries with trembling wing, but tries in vain, 
Such arduous heights of fancy to attain, 
And, tir'd, desists from subjects that require 
A Lambert's pencil, or a Dryden's lyre. 
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EPISTLE XXIV. 


ANSWER. 


FROM _ 


' CANTERBURY. - 


— — _ — —c —— — — 


\ Sonc, O Philo, from the rural shade, 
ue to thy friendship, and so long unpaid, 

) would the muse in lays like thine inspire, 
\nd in my bosom wake the lingering fire, 
pray, but pray in vain, with scornful eyes 
be still the tributary song denies. 

) how shall I invoke a wanton maid, 

ho loves to wander thro! the rural shade, 


oe to proud science, and her frigid rules 
whom that goddess in her chain has bound 
0 tread her tedious and unvaried round; 
whose dull genius is untaught to roam 

*&yond the narrow limits of her home. 


o regions worthy of immortal lays, 


ut scorns the senseless jargon of the schools, 


hee, thee, my friend, whom. happier fate conveys 
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Thee every muse with rapture shall inspire, 

And kindle in thy breast the latent fire. 

Where thousand venerable domes arise, 

Where Verrio's breathing canvas meets thine eyes, 

Where pleas'd thou view'st how Scarborough's rug. 
geld brow _ 

Frowns horrid o'er the darken'd floods "PIR 

So sings the lark high-towering to the skies, 

And views hill, dale, and forest as she flies, 

While the poor linnet, by some tyrant hind 

To the close prison of the cage conſin d, 

Forgets the sprightly wildness of her song, 

The grove, the valley, and th aerial throng. 


The time shall come when to the shades retir'd, 
With nature charm'd and by the muse inspir d, 
Happy some little rural flock to tend, 

Happy to boast that Philo is my friend, 

I'll try once more my long- forgotten strain, 
And in retirement court the tuneful train; 
There o'er each labor shall the muses smile, 
And bless my evening walk and morning toil; 
Each season to my friend the song I'll give, 
And he well-pleas d each offering shall receive: 
And while with smiles he reads the artless line, 
F his 1 reſine. 


eee eee 
Once more where science lifts th aspiring head; 
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Dull goddess, from whose scat and barren plain 

Fly all the nymphs, and all the sylvan train: 
Yet, pleas'd even here, we'll own oweet friendship Z 

power, 

Smiling in converse o'er the ee 
Here patient on the dreary desart toil, 
an with the e of a happier soil! 


de 


PFC 


9 1 6 ? . 
. 4 * A * 9 
3 Fe A 8 
G . * 4 
9 
” 
* 


ö * FROM 
SMR. 


3 
SI STERS AT CRUX-EASTON, 
"4M DEE XXX | 
| BY THOMAS LISLE, D. D. 
SSR — . . ——.—— 


Taz hero who to Smyrna bay 

From Easton, Hants, pursu'd his way, 

Who travers'd seas, and hills and vales, 

To fright his Sisters with his tales, 

Sing, heavenly Muse; for what befel 
Thou saw'st, and only thou canst tell. 

Say first (but one thing I premise, 

Fil not be chid for telling lyes ; 

Besides, my grannum us'd to say 

' I always had a knack that way; 

So, if the love of truth be in ye, 

Read Strabo, Diodorus, Pliny— 

But like some authors I could name, 
Wrapt in myself 1 lose my theme.) 
Say first, those very rocks we spy 'd, 
But left em on the starboard side, 

Where juno urg'd the Trojan's fate: 
Shield us, ye Gods! from female hate! 


| 


i 
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Then how precarious was the doom 


Of Caezar's line, and mighty Rome, 
Snatch'd from the very jaws of ruin, 2 
And sav'd, poor Die, for thy * 
What saw we on Sicilian ground ? 

(A il in ancient verse renown'd.) _ 

The self-same spot, or Virgil ly d, 

On which the good Anchises dy'd: _ 
The fields where Ceres“ daughter sported, 
And where the pretty Cyclops courted. 
The nymph, hard-hearted as the rocks, 


| Refus'd the monster, scorn'd his flocks, 


And took a shepherd in his stead, 
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With nought but love and mirth to plead : | 


An instance of a generous mind 

That does much honour to your kind, 
But in an age of fables grew, | 
So possibly it mayn't be true. 

While on the summit Aetna glows, 

His shivering sides are chill'd with snows, 


Beneath, the painted landskip charms ;, 


Here infant Spring in Winter's arms. 
Wantons secure: in youthful pride 
Stands Summer laughing by her side; 
Ev'n Autumn's yellow robes appear, 
And one gay scene discloses all the year. 


Hence to rude Cerigo we came, 
Known once by Cytherea's name ; 


When Ocean first the goddess, bore, _ 
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She rose on this distinguish'd shore. 
Here first the happy Paris stopp'd, 
When Helen from her lord clop'd. 
With pleas'd reflection I survey'd 
Each secret grott, each conscious shade; 
Envy'd his choice, approv'd his flame, 
And fondly wish'd my lot the same. 
O were the cause reviv'd again 
For charming Queensbury liv'd not then, 
The radiant fruit, had she been there, 
Would scarce have fall'n to Venus” share; 
Saturnia's self had wav'd the claim, 
And modest Pallas blush'd for shame; 
All had been right: the Phrygian swain 
Had sigh'd for her, but sigh'd in vain ; 
The fair Oenone joy'd to find 
The pains she felt repaid in kind; 
No rape reveng'd, no room for striſe, 
Atrides might have kept his wife, 
Old Troy in peace and plenty smil'd— 
But the best poem had been spoil'd. 


How did my heart with joy run o'er, 
When to the fam'd Cecropian shore, 
Waſted by gentle breezes, we | 
Came gliding through the smooth still sea 
While backward rov'd my busy thought 
On deeds, on distant ages wrought ; 

On tyrants gloriously withstood ; 
On seas distain'd with Persian blood? 


E 


3 
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On trophies rais'd Oer hills of sn 
In Marathon's unrival'd plain. 
Then, as around I cast my eye, 
| And view'd the pleasing prospe& nigh, 
© 3 The land for arms and arts renown'd, 
Where wit was honor'd, poets-crown'd ; 
Whose manners and whose rules refin'd 
Our souls and civiliz'd mankind ; 
en, Or (yet a loftier pitch to raise 
Our wonder, and complete its praise) 
re; The land that Plato's master bore 
How did my heart vin hon run cri 


_ Now an on the eastern side, 
We peep'd where Peneus rolls his tide: 
Where Arethusa came t' appease 
The shepherd that had lost his bees, 
And led him to Cyrene's grott ; 
*Tis a long tale, and matters not. 
Dryden will tell you all that past; 
See Virgil's Georgics, book the last. 
I speak on't, but to let you know 
This grott shall stand in statu quo: 
Of which, if any doubt remain, 
T'ye proof, as follows, clear and plain. 
ea | Here, sisters, we such honours met | 
t Such honours I shall ner forget. 
The Goddess (no uncommon case), 
Proud, I suppose, to shew her place, 
Or piqu'd perhaps at your renown, | 


. n 
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Sent Boreas to invite us down 3 
And he 80 press'd/it that we us'd 
Some pains to get ourselves excus'd. 
My brother shipmates, all in haste, 
Declar'd that shells were not their taste; 
And I had somewhere seen, you know, 
A finer grott than she could shew ö 


Hence let the Muse to Delos roam, 
Or Nio, fam'd for Homer's tomb; 


| To Naxos, known in ancient time 


For Bacchus love, for Theseus' crime. 
Can she the Lesbian vine forget 

Whence Horace reinforc'd his wit ? 

Where the fam'd harp Arion strung, 

Nor play'd more sweet than Sappho sung! 
Could the old bards revive again, 
How would they mourn th' inverted scene 
Scarce with the barren waste acquaiated, 
They once 80 beautifully painted. | 


" Rodd, "twixt friends, I needs must 83), 


But let it go no farther, pray, 


These zung - up, cry d- up countries are 


Displeasing, rugged, black, and bare; 
And all I've yet beheld or known 


Serve only to endear my own. 


The matters I shall next disclose, 


'Tis likely, may be wrapp'd in prose; 


g 
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But verse methought would suit these better, 


Besides it lengthens out my letter. 


Read then, dear girls, with kind regard, 


What comes $0 far, what comes $0 hard; 


And to our mother too make known, 


a * 1 He en B20 


Lit not eden celtice tain 

Pope's home-spun rhymes in-rank with mine, | 
Form'd on that very spot of earth, 

Where Homer's self receiv d his birth; 

Add, as I said, t enhance their worth, 

The pains they cost in bringing forth; 

While his, as all mankind agrees, 
02 care, are wrote with esse. 


nut. X. 


There I 
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WutLs you, my dear girls, in your paradise stray, 
Diverting with innocent freedom the day. 

I wander alone in a barbarous land, 

Half bak'd by the sun, half blind by the sand. 

Then your wood too and grotto so swim in my sight, 
They give me no respite by day nor by night ; 

No sooner asleep but I'm dreaming of you; 

TI am just wak'd from one,—would to God it were 
true. | 


Methought I was now a fine gentleman grown, 
And had got Lord knows how, an estate of my own. 
Good-bye to plain Tom, I was rais'd a peg higher; 
Some call'd me his worship, and others the squire. 
"Twas a place, I remember, exactly like Easton, 

A scene for an emperor's fancy to feast on. 


Ipict. XXVE zrie rte rata, Gr. og 
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There I. built a fine house * and great 
Care, 


(Your la'ships have form'd many ch in the air) 


= ot of stucco, nor brick, but as good Portland stone 


As Kent would desire to be working upon. 

The apartments not small, nor monstrously great, 

But chiefly for use, and a little for state; | 

do begilt, and becary'd, and with ornaments grac'd, 

That ev'ry one said, I'd an excellent taste. 

Here I liv'd like a king, never hoarded my pelf, 

Kept a coach for my sisters, a nag for myself, 

With something that's good when onr Highclear 

friends come, 

And, spite of squire Herbert, a fire in each room. 

\ canal made for profit, as well as for pleazure, 

hat's about, let me see, two acres in measure; 

both the eye to delight, and the table to crown, 

With a jack or a perch, when my uncles come down. 

n exceeding great wood, that's been set a great 
while, 

1 length near a league, ant in breadth near a mile; 

here every dear girl her bright genius displays, 

na thousand fine whimsies a thousand fine ways. 

) how charming the walks to my fancy appear; 

What a number of temples and grottos are here | 

y Soul was transported to such an extreme, 

That I leap'd up in * lol 'twas a 

dream. 


lane ee hay 
or driving so sweet a delusion away. 


Light, 


— — — 
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| 
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Thus spectres arise, as by e we're told, 
And hie to the place where they buried their gold: 
There hov'ring around until morning remain ; 
Then sadly return to their torments again. 
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Zy tbe Same. 


xxx, the Study at Crux-Zaston. Molly and Fanny are zitung at work; 
— . —— 
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HaAxlor. 
Lox | sister, here's the butcher come, 
And not one word from brother Tom : 
The punctual spark, that made his boast 
He'd write by every other post 
That ever I was so absurd 
To take a man upon his word ! _ 
Quoth Frances, Child, I wonder much 
You could expect him to keep touch: 
'Tis so, my dear, with all mankind ; - 
When out of sight you're out of mind. 
Think you he'd to his sisters write? 
Was ever girl so unpolite! 
Some fair Italian stands possess d. 
And reigns sole mistress in his breast; 
TY r 


» 
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a To her he dedicates his time, 
And fawns in prose, or sighs in rhyme, 
, She 'I give him tokens of her love, 
a Perhaps not easy to remove; _ 


uch as will make him large amends . 
For loss of sisters, and of friends. 
Cries Harriot, When he comes to France, 
I hope in God he'll learn'to dance, 
And leave his aukward habits there, - | E 
I'm sure he has enough to spare. Rut 
Ti 
0 Ry he leave his faults, saith Fanny, Bes 
And bring the good alone, if any, | Ap 
2 Poor brother Tom! he'd grow 80 light, Not 
| The wind might rob us of him quite! | In a 
Of habits he may well get clear ; Wh 
In humours are the faults 1 fear; His 
For in my life I ne'er saw yet The 
A creature half 80 passionate. | 
Good heay'ns! how did he rave and tear, A 
On my not going you know where; 
I scarcely yet have got my dread off: 
I thought he'd bite my sister's head off. A 8a 
"Tween him and Jenny what a clatter Perh 
4 5 About a fig, a mighty matter! 1 A lo 
I could recount a thousand more, Or 8 
But scandal's what I most abhor. 11% mA 
| ene 0 
Molly, who ln had patient at,” And 


And heard in ailence all their chat, 
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Observing how they spoke with rancour, 
Took up my cause for which I thank her. 
What eloquence was then display d! 

The charming things that Molly said, 


Perhaps it suits not me to tell; 


But faith! she zpoke extremely well. | 
She first, with much ado, put on 
A 2 face, then thus . 


Heyday | quoth she, you et your tongue 
Run on most strangely, right or wrong. 
'Tis what I never can connive at; 

Besides, consider whom you drive at; 

A person of establish'd credit, 
Nobody better, though I say it. 

In all that's good, so tried and known, 
Why, Girls, he's quite a proverb grown, 
His worth no mortal dares disputee: 
Then he's on Brother too apart 


At this »he has a moment's pause, | 
Then with a sigh resum'd the cause. 
Alas l my dears, you little know 
A sailor's toil, a trav'ler's woe; 
Perhaps this very hour he strays 
A lonely wretch through desert ways ; 
Or shipwreck'd on a foreign strand, 
He falls beneath some ruffian's hand : 
Or on the naked rock he lies, EY 
And pinch'd by famine waxtes and die 
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Can you this hated Brother zee 


Floating, the sport of wind and sea? 


To think how artfully she feign'd. 
WE + n 2 ö . * —— — 
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Though but ia thought, nor drop a tear? 


He mounts upon the waves again, 


While Molly laugh'd, her ends obtain'd, - 


Can you his ſeeble accents hear, 


He faintly strivee, his hopes are fled, 
The billows booming o'er his head; 


To death preserves his friendship true, 
And mutters out a kind adieu. | 
See now he rises to our sight, 

Now sinks in everlaiting night. 

Here Fanny's colour rose and fell, 
And Harriot's throat began to well; 
One sidled to the window quite, 
Pretending some unusual sight, 
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| FRANCIS FAWKES, M. 4. 


To | 
HIS WIFE, N 
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k A 
JOURNEY TO DONCASTER 


Ws A CURIOUS JOURNAL or FIVE DAYS. 
Wrote with a Pencil in a Chalse. 
— ll! p 
Dear Anne, 

In prose I've wrote you many a journal 

Of travels, which T hope you'll burn all, 

And now for once I write in rhyme 

To tell you how I spend my time, 

And what adventures may ensue 

While I wen er We} oy; 


On Sep. the second day I went 
To London from my house in Kent; _ 
And, as good luck would have it, found _ 1. 
A friend for shire of Ebor bound: B 
It proying temperate, pleasant weather, 

We soon agreed to go together; 
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And for our ease o'er turnpike-ways, 
To travel down in my post-chaise. 
By learned men it is agreed, 


Poets should ride the winged steed ; 


And therefore, thus says Betty Martin, 

« Thou art no poet, that's most certain.“ 
Thro' Kentish-town, up Highgate-hill, 
Our horses move —against their will; 
And, while they snuff the wholesome wind, 
We cast a parting look behind, 

Pleas'd t' have left yon sable cloud, 

That buries millions in its shroud 

Alas! they toil, the sons of care l 

And never breathe the purer air, 


Thy common, Finchley, next we measure, 

Whose woodland views would give us pleasure, 
But that they many a wretch exhibit, 

Too near the high road, on a gibbet ; 

Hence men may guess, without much skill, 

Here have been rogues—and may be still. 

High Barnet pass'd, we reach the plain, 
Where Warwick, haughty earl, was slain: 

Soc perish all, as Warwick fell, | 
Who, gainst their lawful liege rebel! 
Ah! passing strange, that one sweet flower 

Should kindle all the rage of power! 

Vet England oft has wail'd her woes, 

And wept the colours of the rote. 


- 
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With hungry appetites we hie on, 
Where Hatfield shews the Silver Lion; 
But, lo! nice steaks from rump of beef 
Will soon afford us kind relief; 
Of good old Port we drink a-quart, 
Discharge our reckoning, and depart. 
Thro' sandy lanes, and deep defiles, 
Where ray of Phoebus never smiles, 
(Save on that beam- illumin'd dwelling, 
Where Young delights the Muse at Walling) 
We march as gently as we can, 

And reach at Stevenage the Swan : 

A well-fed pullet roasted nice, 

And of high-season'd ham a slice, 

Of suppers could not prove the worst— 
Warm negus gratified our thirst : 

At ten the welcome down we prest, 
And wooed the kindly Power of rest.— 


With early dawn we mount the chaise, 
And Phoebus smiles in friendly rays : 
O'er finest turnpike- road we bowl, 
The wheels, the numbers gently roll, 
Speed swift to Baldock down the hill, 
Where liv'd sweet Polly of the Mill, 
But now the lovely Polly's gone, 

Rival of Venus|—40 drive on. 
Thro' villages, o'er plains we ride, 
Where Ouze conduRts his silver tide ; 


So slow his winding waters stray, 
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He seems to linger on his way, 

As loth to leave the pleasing scene 

Of woods, corn- fields, and pastures green: 
Thus man, low grovelling, like the river, 
Would loiter in this life ſor ever; 
So beautiful these scenes appear, 

He thinks it better to be here, 

Than try that country, from whose bourn 
: No pale-eyed travellers return. . 
At Eaton next, by twelve a clock, 

We bait our horses at the Cock : 

Then leave awhile the public road, 

To take with friends a night's abode 
This visit comes in due succession, 

And therefore deem it no digression. 
Thence cross corn-fields our way explore, 
Where chariots never went before; 
Thro' rushy swamps, and bogs we past, 
And came to Beggary at last : 

Even then we did not know our doom, 
For worse misfortunes were to come: 
Fain would we thro' the pastures ride; 
Our entrance gates and locks denied : 
Thro' that deep lane, where many a slough 
Would spoil a horse, or hide a cow, 
Pass on we must, if we imend 

| To pay our visit to a friend: | 

True friendship has a bias strong, 

It drove us thro' the mire along, 
O'er banks and ridges, till, at last, 
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It fairly set the carriage fast | 
What's to be done with might and main 
We haul'd it on the land again: 

At length, with fear and wild amaze, 

We crawl thro* safely with the chaise ; 


Now on the precipice's edge, 
Now bounc'd against a quickset hedge, 


And, by a wondrous kind of fate, 
By four arriv'd at Pointer's gate ; 
Whose entertainment, neat and kind, 
Soon put these dangers out of mind: 

With social friends we past the day, 

And gaily laugh'd our cares away—— 


At six we march, but first provide, 
To shun bad roads, a faithful guide; 
And shortly, ver the rising steep, 
We saw the spire of Bugden peep: 
At breakſast near an hour we waste, 
'Twas coffee, grateful to the taste, 
With dulcet cream, and nut-brown toast; 
Then bid a Valeas to our host. 
O'er level roads we drive amain, 
Roads as the well-roll'd terrace plain, 
And soon reach Stilton safe and well— 
We chose the inn that bears the Bell. 
On mutton, charming food ! we dine, 
And cheer our hearts with generous wine; 
But, long, alas, we must not 8tay—— 
Life flies with rapid wing away; 
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'Tis but a march that we must make; 


. *Tis but a journey we must take: 
Here we can fix no firm abode, 
Nor loiter long upon the road ; 
But must, with vigilance, attend 
Still to our journey, and its end. 
At Stamford next, with spirits light, 
The Bull receives us for the night; 
Smelts and a rabbit was our food; 
The bill was cheap, the wine was good. 
Our wheels next morning early sound 
O'er rough, tho? truly Roman ground; 
Th' immense Vestigio, still compleat, 
Prove that the Romans once were great: 
By ten, at Grantham we admire 
The noble church, the lofty spire ; 
Sarum's alone is two feet higher. 
Here, what before I ne'er had seen, 
T saw fair Venus, Beauty's Queen; 
Sweetly she smil'd with graceful look, 
In shape of Lady Mary Coke. 
Our breakfast done, in haste we went 
To Newark on the banks of Trent ; 
There staid a little to regale 
On cold roast-beef and humming ale. 
Thence thro? a tedious, sandy way 
We labor'd, and at Carlton lay: 
With friends we drain'd the cheerful bowl, 
And supt on mutton and broil'd fowl, 
And eels that give us much content, 
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Delicious eels— the eels of Trent. 


Next morn thro' wretched roads we steer, 


Vet pay at turnpikes devilish dear: 
The purple heath we travers d o'er, 


% 


And stopt at-Barnby on the Moor; 


Thence into honest Vorkshire ventur'd, 


Which first we at fair Bawtry enter'd: 


By three to Doncaster we came, 

A town polite of ancient fame, 

There will the Muse awhile unbend, 

And there this tedious journal end, 

Wrote, dearest Anne, at-your commands, 

And now it flies to kiss your hands. 
SEPT. 6, 1759. | 
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ee eee 5 
.'.COUNTESS OF HERVTFOR D, 
| [Afterwards Dutchess of Somerzet. ] 

1 — 


AT PERCY-LODGE, 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR M DCC XLIV. 
BY oH DALTON, D.D. 


You ask me, Madam, if the Muse 
From Colebrook still my steps pursues: 
Take then (but first your patience lend) 
Her story thus from end to end. 


She that at Bath so debonair 

Sung gallant Damon and his Fair, 

To beauteous Townsend tun'd her lyre, 
And did, at Pelham's sight inspire 
Strains, that her Lincoln's self forgives 
(You see the daring poet lives 1) 


She that at Percy-Lodge so late 
From morn to night was us'd to prate, 
Almost impertinent and rude, 
Unbidden would herself intrude 


Iv. 
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With tale, and epigram, and song, 
To waft the cheerful hours along 
Whilst I o'erjoy'd myself to view 
Alive, and with my Lord and You, 
Not once could check her merry vein, 
Her unpremeditated strain, 

And did, from heedless joy, neglect 
To greatness every grave respect z 
This Muse, I say, inconstant grown, 
Forsook me, when I came to town; 
Friend to my fortune, she withdrew, 
When I left Percy-Lodge and You, 


Since then, in vain I ask her aid, 
In vain her cruelty upbraid; 
The town, she says, was ne'er her choice; 
If there she tries to raise her voice, 
Her strains are to their theme unjust, 
Or drown'd in noise, or choak'd with dust. 


Her plea is good. The Muse's theme, 
Like the pure, bright, harmonious stream, 
Ne'er but in rural channels flows: | 
Cities and bards are endless foes. 


Resolv'd Parnassus' top to climb, 
And there to build the lofty rhyme, 
I to fam'd Claremont's height aspire, 
To borrow thence poetic fire, 
To waft, like-Cooper's-Hill, its name 
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On wings of everlasting fame; 
Or, (if that bold attempt be vain) 
Your partial ear to entertain. 


I mount my chaise, the space between, 
Fancy anticipates the scene, 
And Vanity, officious maid, 
Thus offers her self-pleasing aid; 
© Poor Vanbrugh's plan is out of date, 
And Garth but saw its rising state, 
His verse with tuneful fable rung, 
© But left its real charms unsung; 
© But now, to my transported eyes, 
© In full maturity will rise 
© The bowers, the temples, and the groves, 
© That Kent has plann'd, and Pelham loves.' 
At length, awaken'd from my dream, 
My eyes behold the real theme, 
And the gay sketch, that fancy drew, 
They. find more-amiably true. 


On a neat structure now they rest, 
Where rural plainness is exprest, 
With harvests stor'd, compact, and warm, 
And, tho' Palladian, yet a farm, - | 
Whence cars, in rustic order drawn, 
Pass and repass the sloping lawn, - 
While flocks, in fleecy groups around, 
Or, moving, crop the daisy'd ground; - 


Spence, whose soft bosom oft has known | 
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Or, sunk beneath the tufted trees, 
Turn, languid, to the noontide breeze. 
The lustier herds, in glare of day, 
Bask and imbibe the sunny ray. 


While these I view, on humid wings 
The sultry south a tempest brings, 
Black clouds invest the low' ring skies, 
And all the beauteous vision flies. 
Now from the thick-descending rain 
I drive across the darken'd plain, 

And leave the lovely scene behind, 
That just began to charm my mind. 


How rare does pleasure stand the test! 
n | 
And, in a moralizing vein, 

With thoughts like these my grief restrain : 

« The skies are clear, when storms are o'er, 

% Again smooth waves salute the shore, 
« Each sun but sets to rise again | 

« And gild with morn the dewy plain 
* This hour, perhaps, hope cheats.the mind; 
« The next, an equal joy we find.” * 2 | 


Jeet oo Maeder 2 20 
Within 1 find the best of friends, 5 


To make another's woe her own; -. 
She now with hospitable grace, 
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Fondly the vanity I share, 
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First holy Paul's majestic round, 


There slowly winds imperial Thames, 
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Compassionates my present case, 

 Asks of your health, and hears with joy, 
How You your growing strength employ 
In rural cares and exercise; 

And kind congratulations rise, 

When on my favourite theme I dwell, 
And Beauchamp's rising virtues tell. 


And recollect my pleasing care, 

Founded the structure of his mind : 

So boastful builders call their own 

Works, where they laid the first rude stone. 


The storm subsides, the mount I gain, 
Thence dart my eyes across the plain. 
Full swelling to the sight, I found GW 


Thro' wide Augusta's monk; and now 
Rose lofty Windsor's tow'red brow ; Be 
Here glitter streams of vulgar names, 


On his green banks, in level line, 
Here spacious Hampton's turrets zhine, 
Whose windows kindling at the ray 
Of Sol, beam back redoubled day ; 
Towns, villages, and pointed spires, | 
And-smoak thick-wreath'd from cotttage-fues, i Mid 


To grace the e etiy- vnry A scene. | With 
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O'er all my eyes transported range, | | 
With every glance-the visions change, - | 
| Till, drawn by beauties nearer home, 
Along the lovely park I roam, 
Now skim the walk, descend the glade, 
Then plunge into the deepest shade. 
Here flourish sweets in mingled bloom, 
There (worthy ancient Greece or Rome) 
Fair temples, opening to the sight, 
Surprise each turn with new delight: 
In pleasure lost, I wish to gaze ” 
At once a thousand different ways, 
"ee Awful or pleasing, every part 
MH Expands the soul, or glads the heart. 
Just emblem of its master's mind, 
Vys knows uncquall'd #tateto sbew, : 
Yet, gracious, Stoops to all below. 


Beneath a hill, whose hoary brow. 
Ne'er felt the wound of scythe or plow, 
(Along whose wild and heathy side 
Britannia's naval heroes ride, 

When they, with colours wide display'd, 
That proud Iberia's sons upbraid, 
In tawny troop, from India's shore, f 
Guard in rough pomp their captive ore) 
Whose verdant shores reflected smile 
With Flora's painted hues; above, 
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Soft- bosom'd in a hady grove, 4 

A dome, but half reveal'd to sight, 
| Chequers the boughs with Parian white. 


If chance from hence at evening fair 
The rising song soft steals on air, 

Which to the well · according strings 

The skilful voice sweet warbling sings, 
The passing swain suspended stands, 
And, wond' ring, lifts to heaven his hands, 
Doubts if beneath some leafy spray 

Soft Philomela pours her lay, 
Enchants with harmony the grove ; 

Nor guesses that the tuneful art, 

Which awes and charms his simple heart, 
Is Her's, whose bounty loves to bless 
And Her's the sweet enchanting song, 
To whom the listening groves belong, In. 
And all that Her Newcastle's art 

In boundless fondness can impart, 
Each level walk, each chelving glade, 
Whate'er employs the labourer's spade, | 
Whate'er rewards his patient toil, You 


And makes the barren desert amile. And 80 

This isle in tempting prospect stands, You, c 
Thither 1 stretch my eyes and hands, Safe in 
Eager the farther shore to gain, You ne 


But stretch my hands and eyes in vain. 
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For hark ! the threat' ning winds arise, 
Again with clouds obscure the skies, 

| And tell my baffled hopes, that this 

Is an inchanted isle of bliss, 

Now in near prospect blooming fair, 

And now involv'd in black despair ! 


t. XXIX 
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My chaise regain d, I cross the plain, 
When lo! the sun beams forth again. 
as, Hope, gay impostor, points the way, 
Where, near the road, fair Esher lay; 
And who at Ezher would not stay? 
I turn'd. Retiring from the town, 
The noble Owner just came down. 
I saw the gate behind him close, 
t, Then murmur'd at this short repose 
From cares for Britain's safety shewn, 
Grudg'd his repose, who guards my own | 


I now pursue my former way, 
And with my journey ends this day - 
Of hope, and fear, and pain, and pleasure, 
Of all my other days the measure | | 


Your's a more even tenor know, 

The cause is plain. To fortune's gale . 
You, cautious, never spread a sail: 
Safe in your port, content at home, 

You ne'er for painful pleasure roam, 


: 
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And think it folly if not sin, Of 
One night to sojourn at an iun. To 
Nay, when the Atlas of our state Tha 

Throws off for You a nation's weight, 
In courtly terms your ear to greet, 0 
And cast himself beneath your feet, 0 On 
You (like Egeria) in your grott AS 
Or seek he must, or finds You not. And 
More cautious still, eben when retir'd, Fro1 

By wits nor-censur'd nor admir'd, 
You say (tho every art your friend), Fro 
You dare to no one art pretend. _- Wh 
Your fear is just. Each state and nation His 
Assigns to woman reputation, And 
While man asserts his wider n Reti 
ee n een of fame. And 
Like 
Vet 1 without ai You may . Act 
on nature's open leaf display | Call 
Your harmless unambitious skill, Wit 
| To sink a grott, or slope a hill, 

4 A dell with flowers adorn, or lead _ O 
| A winding rill along the mead, Wit 
Or bid opposing trees be join'd, Like 
In hospitable league intwin d, And 
Without their leave whose madness dares Of p 
Rouze human states to cruel war If n 
Or, if the Bourbon of the air by Yet 
Against your feather'd folk declare | Loy 


Fell war, betake you to'th' alliance 
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Of net or gun, and bid defiance - 
To every robber, small or great, 
That would disturb your calm retreat. 


O may kind . propiious mile 
On every art that can beguile - NETS. 
A Son's long absence from your alight, 1 
And render back that just delight: 
From those distracting dire alarms, 
That set a jarring world in arms, 
From tainted air's infectious breath, 
Where flies unseen the dart of death, 
His steps, ye Guardian Angels, guide, 
And turn the fatal shaft aside 
Return'd his parent's bliss to crown, 
And make, all earth can give, their own, 
Like Smithson's, may his manly heart, 
AR not the vain, but generous part, 
Call drooping art from her recess, 
With health, and ease, and fame to bless 


O may, like his, His riper age 
With caution tread the civil stage, 
Like him, th'enchanted cup put by, 
And every vain temptation fly, 
Of power, or pension, place, or name, 
If meant state - traps, that sink to shame; 
Vet his just Prince, without a bribe, 
Love —more than all the venal tribe | 
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But from these themes I now refrain, 
Reserv'd to grace a future strain. 


For I have trespass'd on your time, 
And see a tedious length of rhyme. 


What must it then appear to you ? / 
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MISS A. . 


CA very Young Ley. ] 
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BY FOHN 1, M. A. 
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I wovr tell thee thou art fair; 
Bur the pleasing tale, I tear, 
Might deceive thy tender ear, 
Make thee fancy beauty more 
Than thou'lt find the faithless store; 
Faithless as the dream of night, 
Flitting with returning light ; 

Just as sure as Summer seas, 
When behind th' inviting breeze 
Storms and thunders loitering wait, 
Soon to give the wretch his fate, 


Let the Muse then send her song 
To thy mind, thy mind yet young, 
Yet as pure and free from stain 
As the snow driven o'er the plain: 
But how nice th' instructive lay | 
Yet the Muse has bid me say, 
Thou hast ask d, and ahe'll obey. 
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Gentle Maid, to whose kind heart 
Friendly Nature doth impart 
(Choicest of the gifts she brings) 
Soft good temper, first of things; 
May that temper be thy guide, 

May she still with thee reside, 
Free from passion, free from pride; 
Pride that aims the deadliest dart 
At the growing Virgin's heart! 
Once its poison enter d there, 
Nought can cure the wounded Fair. 
Pride like Venus does not move, 
Graces at her side and Love; 

But the fierce Desire of power, 

And dull Ignorance, march beſore 3 
_ AﬀeRation, Vanity, 

Saucy Sneer and Calumny, 
Cruelty and high Disdain, 

Form her virtue-killing train, 

Shun then Flattery's tainting breath, 
Self. opinion hun like Death. 

Next, my Fair, with curious quest, 
Search the garden of thy breast, 
Underneath th' enliven'd clay, 
»Midst the streams that through it stray, 
Clay as fine as Nature makes, 
Streams yet cool in vestal lakes; 
Search, I say, with,aicest heed, 
And, if found, di oy the weed; 
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Fruitless, baneful, and unkinßd, | 
(Fond yet of the female mind) | | 
If base Avarice you spy, | 
Pluck it forth, and bid it die; ö 
See | thy parents praise the deed, erin 
Loathing the pernicious weed, 1 | 
And with pleasure bid thee tread 
On the snow-cold poison's head. 


The observing Muse believe. - 

Nothing can your bliss deceive, 

If in noble scorn you hold 

Thirst of power, and love of gold. 
Quell'd these passions, thou shalt find = 

virtue easy, soft, and kind. | Ex - il 

These two dangers canst thou shun, - 
More than half Life's task is done. 
When thy breast thus clear'd you $ee, 
When the $oil from weeds is free, 
When no more the thistle grows, 

Nor the thorn surrounds the rose, 
Thou shalt then employ thy hours, 
Gathering sweets and culling flowers. 
All that Virtue has to give 

Thou shalt to thy breast receive, 
, Under thy commanding eye, 

White rob'd Purity shall lie; 

And thy altering cheek her throne 
Rose-red Modesty shall own ; 
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still at thy extended hand 
Glowing Charity shall stand: 
And upon thy lips shall dwell 
Truths as pure as Angels tell. 


Thus my fair one, may you shine, . 
Till some youth, by fate divine, 
Scorn'd the light fantastic crew, 

Rests his happiness on you; 
And you pour into his breast 
Joys like what thy sire confest, - 
. When in Hymen's happy band 
He receiv'd Eliza's hand, 
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BY 
THE REP. MR. P. 
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On, born to bless some youth unknown, 
— FANNY, thy beauties all will own; 

Yet all who know you will confess 

Your beauty than your merit less. 

One who deserves you, would you choose; 

Accept this offering of my Muse; 

She paints—ah, hardly paints from liſe,— 

Him, who alone should call you wife, 

That dear, dear name in which are join'd 

All that can charm or sooth the mind. 


Let me, my Fair, dire& your choice, 
For that alone is my advice. 
Rules for behaviour I'll not give, 
Those from an abler hand receive, 
For them to Lyttleton attend, 


He, tho a poet is a friend, 


And trust me, 8 — — 
n 


Would you be happy ?—Yes, you Wo-! 
Then let the favor'd youth be good, 
Else every tender thought remove, 
Where there's no virtue, far be love, 


But where bright glows that heavenly flame, 


Virtue and love become the same. 
Scorning the pert, the dull, the vain, 
The wretch who thirsts for sordid gain, 
Let fair sincerity and truth 

Adorn thine only-favor'd youth, 

To these humility be join'd, 

That — * of the mind. 


Mark well his looks: let them impart 
The genuine fondness of the heart, 
That ever in the looks appears : 

A fondness form'd of hopes and fears. 


Mark his behaviour : love inspires 
Respectful awe amidst its fires, 
His trembling hand to yours when join'd, 
Speaks the soft awe that fills his mind, 
His words, his aftions should proclaim 
| Fer a true, and real flame, 
Be sure let Aenne divine 

Inspire the heart that's made for thine, 


2 
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For that, when join'd with manly dense, 
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These virtues let us now unite 
To place them in the fairest light, 
And see how lovely they'll appear: 
He must be good, must be sincere, 
Be true, be humble, and his love 
Be pure as virtue may approve, 
Respectful fondness must he how, — 
And round him cheerfulness must throw 
Her pleasing light, her beams divine, 
To make his virtues brighter shine. 


Thus have I drawn th' ideal man 
That may deserve deserving Fan. . 
And know you none whom this is like ? 


None where resemblance strong may strike! 


Or is there this distinguish'd one 
Be he or not as yet unknown, 


Have him, my lovely Maid, or none, 


On foreign or on English ground 
If this deserving youth be found, 


In whom these merits all combine, 


Bring him to me to make him thine : 
I'll exercise my magic powers, 
e eee 


But if, rejecting my advice, 
As fancy's form, and over- nice, 
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To one unlike you'll give your charms, 
And take th' unworthy to your arms, 
Trust me, my office 1'11 decline; 

| The hateful deed shall ne'er be mine, 
Merit, with all its charms, to give 
Where there's no merit to receive 
CES 1 
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A LADY, 
—— 


toom TO BATHE IN THE 4A. 


BY GEORGE KEATE, ES, © 
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Venvs, most histories agree, 

Sprung from the ferment of the sea; 

Yet I confess I'm always loth 

To think such beauty was but froth, 

Or that the ocean which more odd is, 
Should from a bubble spawn a Goddess; 
Though hence, my Laura, learned fellows 
Of such its wondrous powers still tell us, 
That every mother brings her daughter 
To dip in this specific water, 

Expecting from the briny wave 

Charms which it once to Venus gave. 


These charms, my Laura, strive to gain; 
And, that you may not bathe in vain, 
I'll here, as well as I am able, 
Give you a- Moral to this Fable.. 
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Would you a Goddess reign o'er all? 
From the wide flood its virtues call. 
Free from each stain thy bosom keep, 
Clear be it as this azure deep, 
Which no capricious passion knows, 
But duly ebbs, and duly flows ; 
Though sometimes ruffled, calm'd as soon, 
Still constant to its faithful moon, 
At whose approach with pride it swells, 
And to each shore its chaste love tells; 
Heedless of every change of weather, 
That wafts a straw, or coxcomb feather, 
Which only on the surface play, 
And unobserv'd are wash'd away. 


Reflect, that, lodged within its breast, 
The modest pearl delights to rest, 
While every gem to Neptune known 
ls there with partial bounty sow. 
In years, thus ever may we trace 
Each sparkling charm, each blushing grace; 
To these let judgment value give, 
And in that seat of Beauty live 


Plunge—and a new- born Venus rise. 
4 | © #2 - | ; 


+ 


1 ' 14 9 K : 3 + 1 Pf 5 4 
__ 4 
EF * * 6 d | 
i — 
EPISTLE XXXIII. 
. 
: = 


a ho dang, neat"; 

7 HE MIRCHIONESS cerr, 
mm ſͤͤͤ—ꝛñ 

„„. 


BY FOHN HOADLY, . Z. . 
— ccc cc 
Maban, | | 
. 3 
From gilded domes and tainted air, | 
Where Pleasure's toilzome, Silence loud, 
Retirement but from crowd to crowd; - 
Where Love but drives 4 trade at best 
ce; (An alley- broker He profess'd,) Nor 244 | 
Not giving corresponding hearts, | 
But chaffering with his golden darts; | | 
Where innocence the world amazes, 
Her face'scarce-known in public places: 
But choosing—still at home - to share N 1 
One corner of St. James's Square— | 
Far hence permit the simple swain- 
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Where Phoebe, innocent and gay, Hes 
Dares with the dangerous passion play: And 
Stoops her pure cause herself to plead, He” 


The shepherd's pastime, pure though plain. Mix 
Thou (whose well - cultivated mind, Thy 
Nor for enjoyment too refin'd, And 
Nor others' woes to feel too wise, 
Knows all but Nature to despise) 
Serene #halt teach the madding train, 
False pleasure is but real pain; 
Superior to her Siren- song, 
—ů— hung; 
Not care less of the baits of youth, 
But steady to the pilot, Truth. = 
With her upon the helm advanc'd, 
And geest with pity and amaze 
The yoluntary herds, that graze 
Th inchanted shores of Circe's.isle, 
i 6 an thully by Har: cmida. 


| Lady, from ll their painted pride, 
Come, let the Shepherd be thy guide: 
He il lead thee to the fountain's brink, 
Where all the Sylvan Muses drink ; 
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Heaven reflects with Heaven's own grace, 
And pure at onte, and yet refin'd, 

Presents a mirror to the mind. ETD 
He'll lead thee (go with him along) 
Where Greene's sweet Muse attunes her song, 
And plays her not unusual part, 

Mixing simplicity with art. 
Thy Genius shall according move, 
And, er Sn her e d a 
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7. euer CRETWOOD, _ 
9. PD. TH It 
ON n HAVING THE GOUT. For 
BY = WALDREN, . D. rh 
N 
'T cs no hard matter to divine = 
How I, who love a wench and wine, We 
And all the studied luxuries Fre 
That Lamb or Locket can devise, You 
Should have the gout, and penance do vpe 
With foot on chair in velvet shoe. But 
But how a man predicamental . Plat 
ly sober, and near transcendental ; Bel 
That neꝰer was known to be a glutton, Mir 
Beyond a penny chop of mutton, The 
And cann't tell what sixth sense, or whore is, 
And Goody is his only Chloris : 
How such a one should have intestine 
Saline, and acid 80 infesting, 
Is strange to me, and as obscure 
A riddle almost as the cure. 


e is, 
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The learned Sydenham does not doubt 


And that with bum on couch we lie, 


Because our reason 8 soar'd too high; 


Indeed I'm apt to think in you 


Th' hypothesis is very true: 


For your investigating akull 


A 


Y” are lost in entelechian mazes: 

And as when to an house we come 

To know if any one's at home, | 
We knock; $0 one must kick your bin, 
Ere he can find your 0ul's. within. g 
Your brains (if any) ure would work well 
Upon the quadrature o th' circle; 
But, if you'll have your foot no more in 


' Flannel, A TIA” Br 
Be blithe and merry still as a grig, 


Mirth is the best Antipodagrig ; 
The gout eg BIS Waka 
The beat cure for 't 'te ll of gladnets. 
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MR. CUTHBERT JACKSON. 


"POR MATTER GREED, 


2 eb rr en 


Tan pil a5) to you I send, 
Who always were a faithful friend; 
Who, if disputes should happen hence, 
Can best explaih the author's sense ; 
And, anxious for the public weal, 


Da, what Sing, 50 often feel. 


The want of method j pray eXcuse, | 
Allowing for a vapor d Muse; 
Nor to a narrow path conſin d, 
Hedge in by rüles a roving mind. _ | 
| The child is genuine, mine; you may trace 
Throughout the sire's transmitted face. 
Nothing is 8tol'n : my Muse, though mean, 
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School - helps I want, to climb on high, 
Where all the ancient treasures lic 
And there unseen commit a theft  _ 
Then where} from whom } what can I steal, 
Who oaly with the moderns deal? 

This were attempting to put on 
They safely sing before a thief, 
They cannot give who want relief; 
Some few excepted, names well known, 
And justly laurel'd with renown, _ 
Whose stamp of genius marks their ware, 
And theft detecta: of theft beware; 
From More so lash'd, example fit, 


Firat know, my friend; I do not mean 
To write a treatise on the Spleen ; WR 
Nor to prescribe when nerves convulse; 
Nor mend th' alarum watch, your pulse. 

If I am right, yqur question lay, 

What course I take to drive aw x 
The day-mare Splegn, by whose falge pleas 
Men prove mere guicides in ease; 
In stormy world to live serene. 


TOS ——— — KAXP. 


W 
nv fa — 
And threat'ning prospects urg'd my fears, 
A vtranger to the luck of heirs; 07346 
Reason, some quiet to restore 
. 
With Spleen's dead weight though heavy grown, 
a life's rough tide I sunk not down, 605 8 
But 8wam, till Fortune'threw a rope, 
. 


| IT always choove the plelnext food © 
To mend viscidity'of blood. 


Hail water-gruel, healing power, 


Ot easy access to the pot 


Thy help love's confessors implores 

And doctors secretly adore; N Fu. 
To thee, I fly, by thee dilute - 
Through veins my · blood doth quicker host, 
And by swift current thtows wn c_ 


mg r 


I never Sick by:drinking oth 
Nor keep myself a cup 1 | 
And seldom Cloe's lodgings haunts: 
Thrifty deck 'pirits, PIR" 


Hantiag: eee FR 1 
To brace the nerves, n 


But afier no pare, 


Achiev'd by leaping hedge and ditch, ol 


bo from eee 
Or o'er coal fires inclines the head, 
Hygeia's sons with hound and horn, 
And jovial cry awake the morn. * 
These see ber from the dusky plight, 
Smear'd by th' embraces of the night, 
With roral wash-redeem her face, 
And prave horself of Titan's race, 
And, mounting in lab abe n,. 


| Shed light and fragrance as she flies. | 
Then bore and hound dere joy aun, 


Exulting at the Hark-away, - 
And in pursuit o'er tainted ground 


From tungs robust field-notes-resound. - 


Then, as St. George the dragon slew, - 
Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view; 
While all their spirits are on wings 
And woods, and hills, and vallies ring. 


To cure the mind's wrong bias, Spleen 


| Some recommend the bowling-green: 


Some, hilly walks; all, exercise; 

Fling but a stone, the giant dies: 
Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been, 
Extreme good doQtors for the Spleen; =! 
And Ä if the humour hit, 

Has harleguin'd away t the fit. 


Since mirth is good in this behalf, . 


At ome bea ig.. » 


Witlings, brizk fools, curv'd with half cg, 
That stimulates their impotences 
Who bus in rhyme, and, like blind flies, 
Err with their wings for want of eyes. 
Poor authors worshipping a calf, 
Deep tragedies that make us laugh, 

A le& rer preaching for a place, 
Folks, things prophetic to dispense, 
Making the past the future tense, 
The popish dubbing of a priest, 
Fiae epitaphs on knaves deceas'd, 
Green apron'd Pythonizsa's rage, 

Great Asculapius on his stage, 

A miser starving to be rich, 

The prior of. Newgate s dying speech, 

A jointur'd widow's ritual state, 
Two Jews disputing tHte-J-tfte, 

New almanacs compo#'d by scers, 
Experiments on felons' ears, 
Disdainful prudes, who ceascless ply 
The wperb muscle of the eye, 

A Queend'rough mayor dehiod his mace, 
And fops in military shew, 
Are 400 reigu for the case in view. 


If Spleen-fogs rise at close of day, 
I clear my ev ning with a play, 
Or to some concert take my way. 


. The „ the ahine of Me. 
f The — 9 
Adjust and set the soul to rights. 


Life's r 
To aches pF attention raise; | 


Here, while the tragic chens glow, | 
We borrow joy, by pitying woe ; _ 
There gaily comic scenes delight, 

And hold true mirrors to our sight, - 
Virtue in charming dreas array'd, - 

Calling the passions to her aid, 

Fe Er pop nn dec, + WO 
Takes shape, and shews her face divine, 


Music has charms, we all may find, | 
Ingratiate deeply with the mind, ? 
When art does 50und's high pow'r advance, I 
To music's pipe the passions dance; # 
Motion's unwill'd its pow'rs have shewn, 
Tarantulated by a tune. 

Many have held the soul to be 
Nearly ally'd to harmony. 
Her have I known indulging grief, 
And shunning company's relief, 
Unveil her face, and looking round, 
n 
The consanguinity of sound. 


In rainy days keep double guard, 
Or Spleen will ruxely be too hard; 


0 
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Which, like those fish by sailors met, 
Fly highest, while their wings are wet. 
In such dull weather, so unfit - 
Jo enterprize a wo k of wit, 
ann. | 
That's fit for simile, deny, - ö 

| I dress my face with studious looks, | 
And shorten tedious hours with books. 
But if dull fogs invade the head, E? 
That mem'ry minds not what is read, 

] tit in window dry as ark, 

And on the drowning world remark : 
Or to some coffee · house I stray 

For news, the manna of a day, 

And from the hipp'd discourses gather, 
That politics go by the weather: ek 


Then seek good-hamour*d-tavern chums, 


And play at cards, but for small sums; 
Or with the merry fellows quaff, | 


And laugh aloud with them that laugh; | 


Or drink a joeo-serious cup 


With souls who've took their freedom up, 


And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 
In Epicurus” garden walk, "Wd 
Who thought it heav*s to be terene; 


| Pais, halt "and purgitory; een. 


eee th, - 
And chat away the gloomy fit ; 5 
Quit the «tiff garb of serious sense, 


— — — 
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| Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 


Nor think nor opaiio wiiidanyyaien,.. 
But lay on fancy's neck the reins z 
Talk of unusual swell of waist | 
In maid of honour loosely lac d. 
And beauty borr'wing Spanish red, 
And loving pair with $ep'rate bed, 
And jewels pawn'd for loss of game, 
And then redeem'd by loss of fame; 
Of Kitty (aunt left in the luren 

By grave pretence to go to church 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine, 


Like Will and Mary on the coin; 


And thus in modish manner we, 529 
r ee eee a 10 i 


Tenni, y fen yourtkdad an, 
Which cen Use esd ene nate, b 
May with its beauties, grace my line, 
While I bow down before its shrine,  - _ 
And your throng'd altar with my lays 
Perfume, and get by giving praise. 
With speech so sweet, so sweet a mien 
Vou excommunicate the Spleen, 


You form'd with sound, when pleas d to sing: 
Whate er you say, howe'er you move, 
We look, we listen, and approve. 

Your touch, which gives to feeling bliss, | 
nnr 


* 


———ů— 
The grave air d soul, inclin'd e 
Renounces wisdom's aullen pomp, 


Encompase'd with Satellite beams. 
But when blue cyes, more wah bright; 
Diffuse benignly humid light, 
We gaze, and see the smiling loves, 
And Cytherea's gentle doves, 
And raptur'd fix in such a face, 
Love's mercy seat, and throne of grace. 
Shine but on age, you melt its snow ; 
Again fires long-extinguish'd glow, 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 
Blood long congealed liqueſies | ct N 
True miracle, and, fairly done 
By heads which ure word while an 


ne ehe nee tat” 
Such beauties both of form and mind, 
By modern breeding much debas'd, | 
In half the female world at least! 


Hence I with care such lott'ries hun, 


Where, a prize miss d, I'm quite undone ; 
And han't by vent ring on a wie, 
Yet run the greatest risk in life. 


? 
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Mothers, and guardian aunts, ſorbenr 
Your impious-pains'to form-the fair, © 
Nor lay out s much cot and art. 
nr 0 K 
By cuicifaldig det thai een 
Rather than by your calnire apoird, 
Desist, and give us nature wild, | 
Delighted with a hoyden sollt 
Which truth and innocence control, 

Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; * 
Woodcocks to shun your snares have skill, 
' You shew 80 plain, you strive to kill, 

In love the artless cateh the game, 

2 


The world's great author did creat 
The sex to fit the nuptial state, 
And meant a bleseing in a wife - 

Io solace the fatigues of life; 

And old inspired times display, 

How wives could love and yet obey, 
Then truth, and patience of contral, 
And houge-wife arts adorn'd the coul; 
And charms, the gift of nature, shone ; 
And jealousy, a thing unknown : 2 
Veils were the only magks they wore; 
Novels (raceipts to make a whore) 
Nor ombre, nor quadrille they knew, 


. 
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Nor Pam's puissance felt at l. tc! Ane 

Then compliment their pow 'r away: 
But lest, by frail-desires misled. 7 
The girls forbidden paths should tread; Am 
Of ign'rance rais d the safe high wall; No 
W'e sink haw- haws, that she thew . ä Wh 
we at once solieit sense, 1 
Pod charge them vt t break te ſence Wh 
* Wis 
— it untie'd, comider friend, Pay 
What 9 eee 15 0 Ant 
| | Her 
| ge eee. Fs * Thi 
. Meeting, — — | Ent 
The broken heart, the busy fiend, - Exp 
- | r To 

| 933 * * 

Ia, u licens'd: hacking of the peace, P 
| To which vacation is decease:. Sub 
; A gypey diftipn.gcarce known well 5 41 1 
| 1 | By th' magi, who law-fortunes tell, | I ru 
* I I 8hun;. nor let it breed within Ap 
| Anxiety, and that the Spleen: - I've 
Law, grown a forest, where perplex 2 
The mazes and the brambles vex; To 

Where its twelve verd'rers every day 
Are changing »till the public way: 7 
Vet if we miss our path and err, Sms 
We grievous penalties incur; ; Wh 

2 
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And wand'rers fire, and tear their skin, - 

And chen . out where _ went in. 


I never l and rarely bet, 
Am loth to lend, or run in debt. 
No compter-writs me agitate ; 
Who moralizing pass the gate, 9 2 
And there mine eyes on spendthrifts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wisdom, before beneath their care, 
Pays her upbraiding visits there, 
And forces folly through the grate - 
Her panegyric to repeat. 
This view, profusely when inclin' — 
Enters a caveat in the mind: 
Experience join'd with common sense, | 
To nnn 4 22 * 
Passion, as frejuently is seen, | 
_ Subsiding settles into Spleen, « 23 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
1 run away from party-striſe. 
A prince's cause, a church's claim, | 
I've known to raise a mighty flame, 4 
And priest, as stoker, very free | | 
To throw in peace and charity. 


That tribe, en prficl c. 

Small beer the deadliest heresy ; 

Who, n 
Vol. Il, L 


| RPISTL.S- — 2 Ae. 
From the most noted whore alive ; 


Who own wine's old prophetic aid, 1 
And love the mitre Bacchus n 8B 
Forbid the faithful to depend 
On half-pint drinkers for:a frjend, 
And in whose gay red-letter'd face T 
We read good living more than grace L 
Nor they 80 pure, and s0 precise, 'T 
Immac'late as their white of eyes, * 
Who for the spirit hug the Spleen, A 
PhylaQter'd throughout all their mien, St 
Who their ill-tasted home-brew'd pray'r A 
To the state's mellow forms prefer; 
Who doctrines, as infectious, fear, G 
Which are not steep'd in vinegar, H 
And samples of heart-chested grace N. 
Expose in shew- glass of the face, Hi 
Did n&er me as yet provoke Se 
Either to honour band and cloak, A 
45 Et een Er 
| 8% | 
I rail not with mock-patriot grace Ea 
At folks, because they are in place; — 
ir'd to praite with stallion 3 w 
*Serve the ear · lechery of men; A A. 
But to avoid religious ars Ve 
The laws are my expositors, A 
© Which in my doubting mind create | — 
Conformity to church and state. _ 
180, pursuant to my plan, oo 
a 14 b 


4 So 
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To Mecca with the Caravan, ESP 
And think it right in common sense 


„Doch dr Geste und dufiics; 


Reforming schemes are none of mine ; 
To mend the world 's a vast design: 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat, 

To pull to them the ship afloat, 
While to defeat their labour'd end, 
At once both wind and stream contend: 
Success herein is seldom seen, 
And zeal, when baffled, turns to Spleen. 


Happy the man, who, innocent, 
Grieves not at ills he cann't prevent ; 
His skiff does with the current glide, 
Not puffing pull'd against the tide. 
He, paddling by the scuffling crowd, 
Sees unconcern'd life's wager row'd, 
And when he cann't prevent foul play, 
Enjoys the folly of the fray, 


By these reflections I repeal 
Each hasty promise made in zeal, 
When gospel propagators say, 
We're bound our great light to display, ; 
And Indian darkness drive away, , 
Yet none but drunken watchmen send, 
And scoundrel link-boys for that end; * 
When they cry up this holy war, 
Which W * 
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Vet such as owe the law their ears, 

We find employ'd as engineer: 
This view my forward zeal so shocks, 
In vain they hold the money-box. 

At zuch a conduct, which intends 

By vicious means such virtuous ends, 

I laugh off Spleen, and keep my pence 
From spoiling Indian i innocence, 


| Yet philosophic love of ease 
I suffer not to prove disease, 
But rise up in the virtuous cause 
Of a free press, and equal laws, | 
The press restrain'd | nefandous thought! 
In vain our sires have nobly fought: f 
While free from force the press remains, 
Virtue and Freedom cheer our plains, ' 
And Learning largesses bestows, 

And keeps uncensur'd open house, 
We to the nation's public mart + 
Our works of wit, and schemes of art, 
And philogophic goods this way, « 
Like water-carriage, cheap convey. -, 
This tree which knowledge so affords, 
Inquisitors with flaming swordg 
From lay · approach with zeal defend, 

Lest their own paradise should end. 

The press from her fecundous womb 
Brought forth the arts of Greece and Rome; 
Her offspring skill'd in logic war, 
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By reason quell'd, was forc'd to yield. 


Jo chain; is treason against sense; 


Or in deep seas it oversets 


Truth's banner wav'd in open air; Ne 
The monster Superstition fled, f | 
And hid in chains its Gorgon head ; 

And lawless pow'r the long-kept field 


This nurse of arts, and freedom's fence 


And, Liberty, thy thousand tongues 
None silence, who design no wrongs; 
For those, who use the gag's restraint; - 
First rob; before they stop complaint. 


Since disappointment gauls within; 
And subjugates the soul to Spleen, 
Most schemes, as money - snares, I hate, 
And bite not at projector's bait. 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day, 

And yet fresh fools are cast away. 
Ere well the bubbled can turn round, 
Their painted vessel runs Au 3 


By a fierce hurricane of debts ;- * 

Or helm directors in one trip; 

Freight first embezzled, sink the ship. 

Such was of late a corporation, 

The brazen serpent of the nation, 

Which, when hard accidents distress'd, 

The poor must look at to be blest, 

And thence expect, with paper seal'd 

By fraud and us'ry, to be heal'd. - 
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I in no goul-consumption wait , 
Whole years at levees of the great, J 
And hungry hopes regale the while \ 
On the spare diet of a mile. | 1 
There you may see the idol stand 8 

With mirror in his wanton hand; V 
Above, below, now here, now there f 
He throws about the sunny glare. B 
Crowds pant, and press to ꝛeize the prize, 1 
The gay delusion of their eyes. V 

| | V 

When Fancy tries her limning skill 0 
To draw and colour at her will, B 
And raise and round the figures well, N. 
And shew her talent to excel, Ti 
I guard my heart, lest it should woo 5 
Unreal beauties Fancy drew, Fi 

And disappointed, feel despair Ar 
At loss of _ that never were. = 
| 

When 1 lean politicians mark Br. 
Grazing on aether in the park; Aff 
Whoe'er on wing with open throats Ga 
Fly at debates, expresses, votes, An 
Just in the manner swallows use, Ap 

Catching their airy food of news ; Th 
Whose latrant stomachs oft molest, Vie 
The deep-laid plans their dreams suggent ; on 

av 


Or see some poet pensive sit, 
Fondly mistaking Spleen for Wit: a Wh 
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Who, though short-winded, still will aim 
To sound the epic trump of Fame; 
Who still on Phoebus” smiles will doat, 

Nor learn conviction from his coat? 

I bless my stars, I never knew 
Whimsies, which close pursu'd, undo, 
And have from old experience been 
Both parent and the child of Spleen. 
These subjects of Apollo's state, 
Who from false fire derive their fate, 
With airy purchases undone 
Of lands, which none lend money on, 
Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 
Nor lost one hour to gather bays. 
Their fancies first delirious grew, 
And scenes ideal took for true. 
Fine to the sight Parnassus lies, 
And with false prospects cheats their eyes; 
The fabled gods the Poets sing, ; 
A season of perpetual spring, 
Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees, 
Affording sweets and similes, 
Gay dreams inspir'd in myrtle bow'rs, 
And wreaths of undecaying flow'rs, 
Apollo's harp with airs divine, 
The sacred music of the Nine, 
Views of the temple rais'd to Fame, 
And for a vacant niche proud aim, 
Ravish their souls, and plainly she 
What Fancy's sketching power can do. 


* 
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They will attempt the mountain steep, 
Where on the top, like dreams, in sleep, 
The Mues revelations shew, - 164; +5 22 

| That find men crack'd, or make them 80. 


Youy friend, like me, the le of rhyme 
Avoid, elab'rate waste of time, | 
Nor are content to be undone, 
To pass for Phoebus” crazy son. | 
Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain, 
Afford the most uncertain gain; 
And lott'ries never tempt the wise 
With blanks $0 many to a prize. 
I only transient visits pay, 
Meeting the Muses in my way 
Scarce known to the fastidious dames, 
Nor skill'd to call them by their names. 
Nor can their passports in these days, 
Vour profit warrant, or your praise. 
On Poems by their dictates writ, 
Critics, as sworn appraisers, sit, 
And mere upholst'rers in a trice 
On gems and painting set a price. 
These tayb ring artists for our lays . 
Invent cramp'd rules, and with strait stays 
Striving free Nature's shape to hit, 
n „ 
A common place, e 1 
Can serve the plagiary's ende. 


XV, 
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Whose easy vamping talent lies, 
First wit to pilfer, then disguise. 
Thus some devoid of art and skill 
To search the mine on Pindus' hill, 
Proud to aspire and workmen grow, . 
By genius doom'd to stay below, 
For their own digging shew the town 


Wit's treasure brought by others. down. 


Some wanting, if they find a mine, 
An artist's judgment to refine, - -. | 
On fame precipitately fix d, 

The ore with baser metals mix d 

Melt down, impatient of delay, 

And call the vicious mass a play. | 
All these engage to serve their ends, 
A band select of trusty friends, ; 
Who, lesson'd right, extol the thing, 
As Psapho taught his birds to sing; 
Then to the ladies they submit, 
Returning officers on wit: 


A crowded house their presence . 


And on the beaus imposes laws, 

A judgment in its favour ends, 

When all the pannel are its friends: 
Their natures merciful and mild 
Have from mere pity sav'd the child; 


In bulrush ark the bantling found - '/ 


Helpless, and ready to be drown'd, 
They have preserv'd by kind support, 
And brought the baby-muse to court. 
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But there's a Youth that you can name, 
Who needs no leading strings to fame, 
Whose quick maturity of brain 

The birth of Pallas may explain: 
Dreaming of whose depending fate, 

I heard Melpomene debate, 15 
This, this is he, that was foretold 
Should emulate our Greeks of old. 
| Inspir'd by me with sacred art, 

He sings and rules the varied heart; 
If Jove's dread anger he rehearse, 
We hear the thunder in his verse ; 
If he describes love turn'd to rage, 
The furies riot in his page. 

Tf he fair liberty and law 

By ruffian pow*r expiring draw, 
The keener passions then engage 
Aright and sanctify their rage; 

If he attempt disastrous love, 

We hear those plaints that wound the grove. 
Within the kinder passjons glow, 
And tears distill'd from pity flow. 


From the bright vision I descend, 
And my deserted theme attend. 


Me never did ambition seie, 
Strange fever most inflam'd by ease 
The active lunacy of pride, 
That eourts jilt Fortune ſor a bride, 


V 


— 
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This par*dise-tree, $0 fair and high, 

I view with no aspiring eye: 

Like aspine shake the restless leaves, 

And Sodom; fruit our pains deceives, 

Whence frequent falls give no surprise, 
But fits of spleen, call'd growing we. 
Greatness in glitt'ring forms display d 

Affects weak eyes much us'd to shade, 

And by its falsly-envy'd scene 
Gives self. debasing fits of Spleen. 

We should be pleas'd that things are 80, 

Who do for nothing see the show, 

And, middle-siz'd, can pass between 
Life's hubbub safe, because unseen, 
And *midst the glare of greatness trace 
A wat'ry sun-$hine in the face, 
And pleasures fled to, to redress 

The $ad fatigue of — 


Game parent of delight, 

So much a stranger to our sight, 
Say, Goddess, in what happy place 
Mortals behold thy blooming face; 
Thy gracious auspices impart, 
And for thy temple choose my heart. 
They, whom thou deignest to inspire, 
Thy science learn, to bound desire: 
By happy alchymy of mind - 
They turn to pleasure all they find ; 
They both disdain in outward mien 


CER 


The grave and solemn garb of Spleen, 
And meretricious arts of dress, 5 
To feign a joy and hide distress; 
Unmov'd when the rude tempest blows; 
Without an opiate they repose; 

And cover'd by your shield, defy 


The whizzing sbafts; that round them fly i 


Nor meddling with the god's affairs, - 


Concern themselves with distant cares: 
But place their bliss in mental rest, 


n good Nd. 


Forc'd by ant ee of V. 
The blithesome Goddess sooths my cin, 
I feel the Deity inspire, 
And thus she models my desire. 
Two hundred pounds balf-yearly paid 


- Annuity securely made, 


A farm some twenty miles from town, 
Small, tight; salubrious, and my own 3 


Two maids, that never saw the town, 


A serving - man not quite a clown, 
A boy to help to tread the mow, 


And drive, while r other holds the plough 3 


A chief, of temper form'd to please, 


Fit to converse, and keep the keys: 


And better to preserve the peace, 


Commission'd by the name of niece ; 


With understandings of a sine 


To think their master very wise. 
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May Heav'n (it's all 1 wish for) send | 
One genial room to treat a friend, 
Where decent cup-board, little plate, 
Display benevolence, not state; 
And may my humble dwelling stand 
Upon some chosen spot of land: 
A pond be fore full to the brim, 
Where cows may cool, and geese may eim; 
Behind a green like velvet net, 


+ * -Softto the eye and to the feet; 


Where od rous plants in evening fair 
Breathe all around ambrosial air; 
From Eurus, foe to kitchen ground, 
Fenc'd by a slope with bushes crown'd, 
Fit dwelling for the feather'd throng, 
Who pay their quit-rents with a on 
With op'ning views of hill and dale, . 
Which sense and fancy too regale, 
Where the half · cirque, which vision bounds, 
Like amphitheatre surround ; | 
And woods impervious to the breeze, 
Thick phalanx of embodied trees, * 
From hills through plains in dusk array 
Extended far, repel the day. i 
Here stillness, height and olemn ahade 
Invite, and contemplation aid : 
Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 
The dark decrees and will of fate, 
And dreams beneath the spreading beeth 
4 
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Wdile soft as breezy breath of wind, 
Impulses rustle through the mind, 

Here Dryads, scorning Phoebus' ray, 

While Pan melodious pipes away, 
In measur'd motions frisk about, 
'Till old Silenus puts them out. 
There see the clover, pea, and bean, 

Vie in variety of green; 

Fresh pastures speckled o'er with sheep, 
Brown fields their fallow sabbaths keep, 
Plump Ceres golden tresses wear, 

And poppy-top-knots deck her hair, 

And silver streams through meadows tray, 
And Naiads on the margin play, 

And lesser Nymphs on side of hills 
From Play- thing urns pour down the rills. 


Thus chelter'd, free from care and ariſe, 
© _ Mayl enjoy a calm through life: 
See faction, Safe in low K | 
* As men at land see storms at sea, 
28 And laugh at miserable elves, Þ— 
Not kind, so much as to themselves, 
| Curs'd with such souls of base alloy, + 
As can po dut not enjoy ; 
Debarr'd the pleasure to impart 
By av'rice, sphincter of the heart, 
Who wealth, hard earn'd by guilty cares, 
ueath untouch'd to thankless heirs. 


3 May I, with look ungloom'd by guile, 
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And wearing Virtue's liv'ry-smile, _ 2 
Prone the distressed to relieve, . Wt | 
And little trespasses forgive, 


With income not in Fortune's pow'r, . —_ 


And skill to make a busy hour, 

With trips to town life to amus , ́; 

To purchase books, and hear the news, 
To see old friends, brush off the clown, 
And quicken taste at coming down, 
Unhurt by sickness' blasting rage, 

And slowly mellowing in age, 
When Fate extends its gathering gripe, 
Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe,  . 
Quit a worn being without pain, | 
Perhaps to blossom soon again. ; 


But now more serious see me grow, 
And what I think, my Memmius, know. 


Th enthusiast's s hope, and raptures wild, 
Have never yet my reason foil'd, js. "5M 
His springy soul dilates like air, _ 
When free from weight of ambient care, 7 
And, hush'd in meditation deep, 

Slides into dreams as when asleep; 
Then, fond of new discoveries grown, 
Proves a Columbus of her own, _ 
Disdains the narrow bounds of place, 
And through the wilds of endlew race} 


* 
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Chases light forms and shadowy things, 
And inthe vague exeurson caught, 
Brings home some rare exotic — | 
The melancholy man Such dreams, 

As brightest evidence, esteem; 

Fain would he see some distant scene 
Suggested by his restless Spleen, 
And Fancy's telescope applies + 
With tinftur'd glass to cheat his eyes. 

Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night, 
I close examine by the light; 

For who, though brib'd by gain to lie, 
Dare sun beam: written truths deny, 
And execute plain common senses 
12 _ mere hear- ay evidence: 


l Superttition mayn't create, | 
And club its ills with those of fate, 
I many a notion take to tack, 
Made dreadful by its visor - mask. 

Thus scruple, spasm of the mind, 

Is cur'd, and certainty I fine. 
Since optic reason shows me plain, 

I dreaded spectres of the brain. 
And legendary fears are gone, 
Though in tenacious childhood son. 
Thus in opinions I commence 
Freeholder in the proper sense, 

And neither suit nor service do, 

Nor homageto predenders shew, - 
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Lords of the manor of the sol A 
Preferring sense, r 
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Nor training break thy — 

Dafeather'd arrows far to throw r: 3 
| EN INIT Oe 
With tender eyes, and colours faint, 

eee eee 
Who features veib'd by light can hit? 
Where can, what has no outline, fit? 
Wr 
Thyself, the fitter aubject, know, © 

He wisely shuns the bold extreme, 
' Who 100n lays by th. unequal. theme, / 
Nor teas, We e e 


On quicksands swall'wing dec onght; i: 


But, conscious of his distance, gives 
Mute praise, and humble 1 
In one, . 75 
Immutable, and infinite 4825 * 
Who cann't be cruel, 8 | 
Calm and resign/d, I fix my muy 
5 2 £© 
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I owe, and must my future fate. 
A stranger into life I'm come, 
Dying may be our going home, 
Transported here by angry Fate, 
IT he convicts of a prior state. 
Hence I no anxious thoughts bestow 
On matters, I can never know; 
'Through life's foul way, like vagrant A, 
He'll grant a settlement at lat; 
And with sweet ease the wearied wenne 
By leave to lay his being down. 
If doom'd to dance thꝰ eternal dvd 
Of life no sooner lost but found, 
And dissolution soon to come, v 
Like spunge wipes out life's present sum, 
But cann't our state of pow'r bereave 
An endless series to receive | 
Then, if hard dealt with here by fate, 
We balance in another $tate, 
And consciousness must go along, 
And sign th acquittance ns: 
22 + - — whletny . 
: 24 Wn 36 More hpinem than mivry, 
85 Or be supposed to create, 1 
5 Curious to try, what 'tis to hate: 223 | > 
And do an act, which rage infers, | | 
he; e baer has of lindacw ers. 
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At helm I make my reason sit, 
My crew of passions all submit. 
If dark and blust' ring prove some nights, 

Philosophy puts forth her lights; 
Experience holds the cautious glass, 

To shun the breakers, as I pass, 

And frequent throws the wary lead, 

To see what dangers may be hid; 
And once in seven years I'm seen 
At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen. 

Though pleas'd to see the dolphins play, 

I mind my compass and my way, 
With store sufficient for relief, 
And wisely still prepar'd to reef, 
Nor wanting the dispersive bowl 

Of cloudy weather in the $oul, 

'I make (may heav'n propitious send 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm'd, nor over-blown, 
Life's voyage to the world unknown, 

Deere ——— — —  —— — — — —————  — — — —  — —  — —— 


END OF 
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FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS. 
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EPISTLE I. 
Page 1. Tais Epistle was written in 1735. The 
noble Lord whom Mr. Jenyns addressed, died the 
year after, and by his death the title became extinct. 
6. A fart that weighs not half a grain. ] See Boyles? 
SER EPISTLE IT. 
Page 9. The Nobleman here addressed was the 
late Earl of Bathurst, one of the twelve peers created 
by Queen Anne. His Lordghip was celebrated both 


for his taste and talents, and retained his vivacity to 
the last. He died in 1774, in the gad year of his age. 
EPISTLE II. 
Page 13- Sir George Etherege was born before 
the middle of the last century, and educated at Cam- 


166 NOTES ON EPISTLES 
— DEED 
gusted, however, at the severe application it required, 
he renounced the profession, for the sake of politer 
studies. Having married a lady of considerable for- 
tune (who made it a prerequisite to their union, that 
he should obtain the honour of knighthood), he grew 
into favour at court, and by the interest of the Queen 
was sent envoy to Hamburgh. After the secession of 
James, he adhered to his cause; and died either in 
France, or at Ratisbon, in cousequence of inebriety.— 
He. wrote three comedies, and several poems, 
The Nobleman to whom this Epistle was written, 
was Charles, second Earl of that title, and Secretary 
of State for Scotland, from 1684 to the Revolution. 
He was attainted by the Scottish Parliament in 1695, 
and embarked in the French armament, defeated by 
Admiral Byng, when meditating a descent in Scotland 
1708.—Sir William Temple spoke of him to Swift, as 
«Kavyery valuable man, and a good Scholar." 


EPISTLE 1V. 


6 Page 17. Sir John Dolben, Bart. of Finedon, in I 
Northamptonshire, D. D. and prebendary of Dur- 
ham, married Elizabeth, daughter of William, the 
an Lord Digby, and died in 1736, aged 73. | | 
Antony Alsop, the writer of this letter, was elected 
from Westminster to Christ-Church, Oxford; and 
having acquired considerable reputation as a Tutor in 
that university (where he took his degree of batchelor 
of divinity) he attracted the notice of Sir Jonathan 
Trelawoy whilst Bishop of Winchester; was appoint- 


ired, 
liter 
for- 
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ed his chaplain, and received from him a prebendal 
stall in his own church, with the rectory of Bright- 
well in Berkshire. Here, Mr. Alsop, notwithstand- 
ing the solicitations of his friends, sequestered himself 
for the rest of his life ; which was terminated in 1726, 
by a fall into a ditch from a narrow path, leading to 


his garden door. 


| ' EPISTLE v. 


Page 21. After having observed that this Invita- 
tion was written in allusion to the zth Epistle of the 
First Book of Horace, by the celebrated translator of 
Virgil, no further information of the author 5 
asked. 

ibid. —mas King ;] Was the Bland- 

22, Faster I Was the seat of Mr. 


EPISTLE VI. 


Page 23. Written (as is prevumed) by John Pitt, 
Esq. brother to the poet. 

24. . cooty Mintren's hopeful heir} Mr. 
Pitt's servant, aon of a blackamith. — 
servants. 

ibid. r Blandford fair: two 
miles from reer was 
rector, and died. 


155 vorne ON EPISTLES  : © 


1 | 
Wen eam $0 


Page 46. _ Mr. Fawkes was born in Yorkshire, and 

removed from the school at Leeds to Jesus College, 
5 Cambridge; ; where he took his master's degree. He 
was patronized by Archbishop Herring, who collated 
nim to the vicarage of Orpington with St. Mary 
Cray, in Kent; which he afterwards exchanged for 
Hayes. He wrote a. variety of poems; and translated 
the works of Anacreon, Sappho, Bion, Moschus, and 
Musaeus, which were published together in 17603 
Theoeritus, in 1767; and Apollonius Rhodius, printed 
in 1780. He died 26th August, 1777. 
236. Your wife will bring fair Innocence—] The 
Innocence here corps; 5: was a yur agreeable'young 
lady, so named. 


| a . EPISTLE VIII. 

Page 28. ———the words of Kent.) William Kent, 
who was both a painter and architect, as well as the 

parent of modern gardening. 

ibid. Poor with all a HgaTECorx's store.] Sir Gil. 
e Heathcote, Knt. and Bart. Alderman of London, 
and Father of the City, was supposed the most opu- 
lent Commoner in the kingdom. 


© EPISTLE Ix. 


Page go. Mr. Browne was born at Burton-upon 
Trent, and went when under seventeen, to Trinity- 
College, Cambridge. * e ſor the bar, 
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aſter taking a master's degree, he removed to Lin- 
coln's Inn, where he acquired much professional 
knowledge ; but, as his fortune was ample, he, long 
before his death, relinquished the practice. His son, 
who published a volume of his poems, is understood 


to have more in manuscripl. 


EPISTLE XIV. 
Page 44. First, Phoebe gave the lacllens hint ; 

Now your Epistles flare in print ] Verses 
on Phoebe,” and © Epistles on Design and Beauty, 
printed in his works. 

46. ——Hadegger ———]) Director of Mas- 
querades. 
47. Peter Chartres——Oldfield.)] Walter Peter, 


atirized by Pope, and Colonel Chartres by Arbut- 


not. Oldfield was a notorious miser. 
47. Net still an aukward dirty Pig. ] 
| Epicuri de grege porcute 


EPISTLE XV. 


Page 49. Sir William Yonge, baronet and knight 
of the Bath, was chosen to represent the borough of 
Honiton, in the first parliament of George the First, 
and continued in the House of Commons to the time 
of his death, He was the fast friend of Sir Robert 
Walpole, and a ready speaker on every occasion. 
To his uncommon fluency in debate, he was indebted 
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/jꝙ9˙7.ü.. Ea 
in his Jovial Crew, and, often hewed * 
wan, — 


_EPISTLE XVI. 


r 54. The young Nobleman to whom Mr. 
Colman sent this Epistle, was son to the late Earl of 
8 N EPISTLE XVII, | 

Page 38. Dr. Littleton was ediicated at Eton, and 
in 1716, elected to King's College, Cambridge, 
- whence he returned to Eton as assistant, was chosen 
fellow of that College, and presented to the living of 
Maple Durham; where he died in 1734. Two vo- 
lumes of his sermons were afterwards * 


EPISTLE XVIII. 


page 6g. This Epistle having been objected to as 
licentious, the author of Mr. Browne's Life in the 
Biographia Britannica hath thus answered the 
charge G 

«© The irony is 80 obvious, that it cannot well be 
& mistaken. The fact was, that a young officer, 
« friend of Mr. Browne, wanted to carry a mis- 
&« tress- with him to his country quarters; and 
es he desired our author to write a copy of verses, to 
1 persuade some lady of easy virtue to comply with 
& his request. Mr. Browne wrote these verses, 
e which were designed as a strong ridicule and severe 
t reproof of such kind of criminal connections; and 


Mr. 
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net, 
they produced an immediate effect; for the young 
« Gentleman gave up all thoughts of his intended 
companion. The whole must be considered as 
« written in the character of a rakish officer, during 
« a time of profound peace. Bishop Hoadly said 
« that the verses would do more good than twenty 
t germons; and the late Lord Lyttleton expressed a 
high commendation of their moral tendency. “ 
; Vor. II. p. 65%. 

63, ——— Ward's popish pills.) Joshua Ward, the 
quack. Dr. Misaubin, mentioned just after, was 
another of the same fraternity. 

64. Sober advice] The n here 
referred to, was an imitation of Horace by Mr. Pope, 
addressed in the name of the Roman Poet, to the. 
young Gentlemen about town, and printed 1734 

66. ———Sir J-] Gonson, a Middle- 


sex Justice, the terror of women on the town. 


EPISTLE XIX. 


Page67. Captain Thomas, once a student of Chris- . 
Church, and in orders, was afterwards Lieutenant- 
colonel of Whitmore's regiment, and quarter-master- 
general. In the first attack on Bellisle, April 8, 1761, 
he was mortally wounded, and taken prisoner. 

ibid. To right the files, and atudy t | near 
Treatise on Military Discipline.” ; 

68. Steal into a 5 Rew ' Muzeum, ] Publizhed in 
1746 and, .. i | 
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bean regiment 
69. 


From Lowendhall — pity meet,} Under this 
Marzhal, the siege of mn was carried on 
* 1747» 

| He Game hint coight way e, n Maurice 
Count Saxe, natural son of Augustus II. of Poland, 
was reputed one of the first generals of the age. He 
man 


EPISTLE xx. 


Page 71. Mr. Straight held from his College the rec- 
tory of Findon in Sussex, and was collated by Bishop 
Hoadly to the stall of Warminster in the church of 
Salisbury. By misfortunes, however, he was greatly 
impoverished, and two volumes of his sermons were 
published for his family. He was a man of extra- 
ordinary abilities and excentrie good-zense,”” 

74 Ben.] Benjamin Hoadly, M. D. 

75s 'till you dance a judge ;] Alluding to 
an antiquated custom of a new judge's dancing, in the 
hall of the society of which he was a member, with 
the Senior membere "6 


1 EPISTLE XXI. 

© Page76. The writer of this Epistle was the youngest 
20n of Bishop Hoadly, born in London, and educated 

at Hackney, where he distinguished himself, as Pho- 
cyas, in the “ Siege of Damascus,“ He was after- 


FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS, 17% 
| | 
ward both of Ben'et College, Cambridge, and the 
Temple; but not hking the law as a profession, he 
entered into orders, was appointed chancellor of his 
father's diocese, and successively chaplain to the late 


Prince and Princess of Wales. He was the author of + 


several little poems, and of some dramatic composi- 
tions. Of which one was a tragedy on the fall of Lord 
Cromwell. He is supposed also to have assisted his 
brother in his comedy of * The Suspicious Husband.“ 
His father's works were collected by him, and pube 
lished with Memoirs in g folio volumes. 

76. In crowded street of Arlington, ] Sir Robert 
Walyoly's onkdzore was then in this rent | 


EPISTLE XXII. 


Page Bi. Your Sykeses and your Waterlands] Two | 
celebrated controversialists. 


: EPISTLE xxIII. 


Page 83, The writer of this Epistle was the son of 
William Duncombe, esquire. Having been instruct- 
ed 1n the languages at the Charter-house, he removed 
to Ben'et College, Cambridge, where he took his de- 
gree of M. A. He assisted his father in translating 
Horace, was the author and editor of various little 
pieces, and just before his death, published a selec - 
tion from Julian, c. with notes, in à vols. octavo.— 
He was one of the six PIR in Christ- Church, 


Canterbury, 
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EPISTLE XXV. Og 


Page 88. Dr. Une, the con of Edward Lale, Esq. 
of Crux-Easton in Hampshire, was educated at Mag- 
dalen College, Oxford, where he took the successive 
degrees of Master of Arts, and Batchelor,and Doctor in 
Divinity. At the time of his death, which happened 
in March 1767, he was rector of POS ant. in 


ibid. —the best poem -] The Iliad. 

91. —Plato's master] Socrates. 

92. And I had somewkere cen, you know, 

A finer grott than she could shew.} At Crux- 
Faston, the work of his Nine Sisters, on which Mr. 
— c 6 Ic; anpes ef eh 
clear, verves, ' F 


Page 108. Of the Lady to whom Dr, Dalton in- 
scribed this Epistle, Mr. Walpole hath observed, 
that she had as much taste for the writings of 
others, as modesty about her own.*”--She was the 
intimate friend of the celebrated Mrs. Rowe, and not 
only wrote verses upon her death, but also, in the 
Letters from the Dead to the Living, those which 


are signed CLZonA. The Lord Beauchamp, te 


Ar 


—— 
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whom Dr. Dalton had been tutor, was her only son, 
She died at Percy Lodge 1754. 

109, —— co build the lofty rhyme,) Milton. 
113. Britannia's naval heroes, &c.] About that time 
the crew of the Centurion were expected to pass by. 
from Portsmouth, with the. F 
the Acapulca ship. 

117. Like Smithsons, may his manly heart 

AR not the vain, but generous part, &c.] Sir 

Hugh Smithson, late duke of Northumberland; who - 
was married to her only daughter, afterward the 


Duchess. 


' EPISTLE XXX. 


Page 119. Mr Whaley was originally of Eton, whence 
he removed to King's College, Cambridge, and there 
was contemporary with Earl Camden, Dr. Davies, 
&c. He was a man of ingenuity and taste. One vo- 
lume of his Poems was published 2 an- 


other alter his ne 


EPISTLE XXXIII. 


Page 129. . 
One corner of St. James's Sguare—] Al- 
re I ee re- r r 
literally so situated. 
131. Where Green's meet Muse attunes ler 1287] 
Dr. Green, professor of Muzic, W 
Dr. Hoadly's compositions. 


#76 vorzs ON gPISTLES 7 


i EPISTLE XXXIV. 

Page 132. Dr. Waldren was descended froma respec- 
table family, long seated at Exeter. From the grammar 
school of that city, he was admitted of Exeter Col- 
lege, Oxford; and afterwards elected a fellow of 
All-Souls. On the death of Dr. Finch, warden of 
that college in x702, Dr. Waldren was invited to 
' Succeed him. He quitted Exeter (where he had prac- 

tised physic with a degree of success still remember- 
ed) for the purpose; but contracted an illness, on his 
way to Oxford, which terminated his life, a few days 
after his arrival. Jacob mentions him © as a well- 
« bred, genteel man, most agreeable in conversation, 
very polite in his compositions, and peculiarly happy 
« in the expression of his thoughts. On the attack 
which was the occasion of this Epistle, Dr. Cngr- 
woop wrote the lines that follow : 


ON THE FIRST FIT OF THE GOUT. 


Wzrconur, 4 friendly earnest of fourscore, 
Promise of wealth, that hast alone the power 

T' attend the rich, unenvy d by-the poor. 

Thou that dost Aesculapius een deride, 

And o'er his gally- pots in triumph ride; 
Thou that art us d t' attend the royal throne, 

And under-prop the head that bears the crown 
Thou that dost in privy council wait, | 


And guard from drowsy sleep the eyes of state; 
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Thou that upon the bench art mounted high, 7 
And warn'st the judges how they tread awry ; 
Thou that dost oft from pamper'd prelate's toe 
Emphatically urge the pains below g 
Thou that art ever half the city's grace, 
And add'st to 8olemn noddles solemn pate 3 
Thou that art us d to tit un ladies knee, 
To feed on jellies, and to drink vid tea; 
Thou that art ne'er from velvet slipper fee 
Whence comes this unsought honour unto me ? 
Whence does this mighty condescensjon flow ? 
To visit my poor tabernacle, O 
As Jove vouchsaf'd on Ida's top, tis said, 
At poor Philemon's cot to take a bedg _ 
Pleas'd with the plain but hospitable feast, 
Jove bid him ask, and granted his request; 
So do thou grant; (for thou'rt of race divine, 
Begot on Venus by the God of Wine) 
My humble suit And either give me store | 
To entertain thee, or ne'er see thee more. > 


Page 132. — the tadich lexeries 

That Lamb, or Locket can dere. 
Lamb was Author of a famous book of Cookery, and 
master of a famous eating · house. 


' BPISTLE XXXV 0 


Page 134. The admirable Author of this s 
as descended from reputable parents; who, being 

lissenters themselves, educated their son in their owl 
nets. His niind, however, too liberal to zubmit to 
Vol. Il. 1 N 
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the Gown of a sect, 8 threw off its — 


149. Suck was of late a Corporation, 


table Corporation, instituted for the relief of the in- 
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Never was a man of more amiable manners, or of 
livelier wit. His conversation was the delight of all 
who knew him, whilst his couduct, in the duties of 
his office, were most exemplary for ability and atten- 
tion. To the regret of his acquaintance, and the loss 
of the community, he was cut off, about the age of 
41, athis lodgings in Nag's-head-court, Gracechurch- 


street. 
135 nm Gildon telli, 
ET e Gildon's Art of 
Poetry. 


A painted vest Prince Vortiger had on, 
Which from 6 naked FIG his grandsire won. 
___ Howard's British Princes, 


ib. From More 40 04 James More 
Smith, esquire. See Dunciad. B. II. I. zo. and the 
Notes, where the circumstances of the transaction al- 
luded to are explained. 


The brazen serpent of the nation.] The Chari- 


dustrious poor, by assisting them with small sums or 
pledges at legal interest. The proprietors, however, 
by the villany of those who had the management fo 
them, were bilked of considerable sums. The con 
duct of this scheme became, in the year 1732, the 
zubject of a parliamentary i inquiry, and some of the 
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PC A .—ꝗ—Eꝛ:.—ñ—————————— 
. conductors, being members of the House of Com- 
> aff mons, were expelled for their fraudulent transac- 
F all tions. | 

> of 153- As Papho taught his birds to ming ;] Psapho 
* was a Libyan, who desirous of being accounted a god, 
1028 accomplished it by this expedient. Having taken 
ze of some young birds, and taught them to articulate— 
BY « Psapho is a great God” he let them fly into the 
woods, where other birds” catching the notes, his 


countrymen sacrificed to him. ; 
rt of 154 — 4 Youth, &c.] Mr. Glover, au- 
thor of Leonides, Medea, &c. | 
Princes. | 
More END OF VOLUME THE 8ECOND. 22 
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